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EDITOR’S NOTE 


A FEW words are necessary to acquaint the 
reader of this edition of Crashaw of what has 
been the chief object of its editor in preparing 
what may be accurately described as the first 
complete and popular edition of the whole of 
this poefs English poems in the orthography 
of the present day. 

As regards its arrangement: it follows only 
in part the original editions, for reasons obvious 
to those having any knowledge of the arrange- 
ment of those editions ; but as regards the 
poems given under the general heading of 
Carmen Deo Nostro (1652), these are printed 
in the exact order of that edition. In the case 
of the other pieces, they are (necessarily) 
arranged in part after an ideal pl^^n of the 
editor’s, thereby securing a better sequence of 
the material, as well as giving the first positions 
in the book to the Sapred ” Poems, which are 
Crashaw’s best and most characteristic work. 
The Posthumous Poems ” — as 1 have chosen 



viii 


EDITOR'S NOTE 


to name them-^are, of course, inserted at the end 
after the pieces originally published in 1646, 
1648, and 1652, and they follow the order of 
the MSS. 

The texts f taken as bases for the present 
edition are those of 1648 and 1652 ; and no 
little pains have been spared in determining 
a thoroughly reliable text by a careful collation, 
in doubtful cases, of the original editions. 

A very full collection of Various Readw^igs, 
from the early editions (almost exclusively), has 
been added as an Appendix. 

In determining the text, as well as in prepar- 
ing the list of variants, I have been aided not 
a little by Mr Gordon Goodwin’s careful colla- 
tion of Grosart’s edition with the original 
editions. I had previously gone over the 
same ground myself, and have found our 
separate labours mutually advantageous. 

For nearly all its biograplpcal notes the 
present edition is indebted to Mr Gordon 
Goodwin, and wherever his notes occur, the 
initials **G.G.” are added in simple justice to 
my collaborator. 

The Posthumous first privately printed 

by GrosSrt, have been collated with the MSS. 
in the Bodleian and British Museum Libraries, 
with the result of enabling me to present a less 
faulty text than is that contained in the Ftdler 
Worthier Ubrary edition, edited by Grosart. 



BDITOJ^S NOTE 


IX 


My own notes must speak for themselves ; 
they are chiefly comparative and glossarial, and 
should interest the general reader of poetry as 
well as the Crashawian. 

I must not conclude without gratefully 
acknowledging the loan of my friend, Mr J. 
Starkey’s, copy of the 1648 edition of Steps to 
the Temple^ kindly lent me for the purpose of 
collating the text. 

J. R. Tutin. 
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INTRODUCTION 

Richard Crashaw, the poet, was born in 
London about the year 1613,^ the elder son of 
the Rev. William Crashaw, a distinguished 
preacher and theologian, who himself some- 
times meditated {he Muse. It is interesting in 
regard to his son’s religious history to remark 
. that William Crashaw was especially learned 
and acrimonious in the Roman controversy, 
and contributed to it some dozen books a^d 
pamphlets with full-blooded titles in the manner 
of the time. The family came, it is said, of a 
well-to-do Yorkshire stock, dwelling in the 
neighl^ourhood df Handsworth, near Sheffield ; 
but no other members of it emerge into celebrity. 
The poet’s mother, whose maiden name the 
diligence of Dr Grosart has not been able to 
recover, died in his infancy, and the step-mother, 
whom his father marrieft in 1619, did not sur- 
vive the birth of her first child in the following 
year. But it is noteworthy that she is praised 
in her funeral sermon, preached by Usher, after- 

^ The authority for this and other biographical 
statements will be foand given in the ** Dictionary of 
National Biography,'* based upon the researches of 
Willmott and Grosart. 

xxi 
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wards Archbishop of Armagh, for the singular 
motherly affection’* shown to the child of her 
predecessor, and this novercal kindliness being 
rendered even for so short a time to an immortal 
should perhaps avail to secure for her that 
“immortal memory” ^ which her husband fondly 
hoped to achieve by his friendship with a saintly 
and eloquent divine. 

Of Richard Crashaw’s boyhood we have but 
the few particulars, that he was christened by 
Usher, that he was sent to the Charter-Kbuse 
School on the nomination of Sir Henry 
Yelverton and Sir Randolf Crewe, and that he 
lost his father at thirteen years old. Of his 
father the poems make no mention ; but there 
survives a copy of Latin elegiacs addressed in 
terms of affectionate compliment to his school- 
n^^ter, Robert Brooke, in which be dares the 
hope that future ages will recognise in his verse 
a true stream from the great Brookean fountain ; 
and there is another poem written in hexameters, 
in which Brooke figures as the mother-bird, and 
Crashaw as a newly-fiedged aspirant to the 
clouds: 

** licet aethera nanquam 
Expertus, rudibusque illi sit in ardua pennis 
Prima fides, micat ire tam^o, quatiensque decorfl 
Veste lef^es humeros, qaeruluinque per aera ludens 
Nil dnbitat vel in astra vagos suspendere nidos.” 


* “The Honour of Vertue, or the Monument 
erected bv the sorowfoll Husband, and the Epitaj^es 
annexed xsw learned and worthy men, /a ikeimmortaii 
memtfry of that worthy gentlewoman, Mrs Elizabeth 
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The epithet querulum in this passage is 
enough by itself to stamp the verse as the 
work of an original poet. 

On 6th July 1631, .when Crashaw was 
eighteen, he was admitted to Pembroke 
College, Cambridge, but did ^ot formally 
matriculate till 26th March in the year follow- 
ing, probably because no pensionership was 
vacant, and Crashaw’s father* although he 
seems to have made a good marriage, did 
not 4 eave his son provided for. According to 
Willmott, he confessed that he had spent his 
patrimony in buying books. The advantage of 
the life at the ol<^r Universities has always been 
found to lie as much in the friendships that 
common studies foster as in the studies them- 
selves. That Crashaw profited under his tutors, 
at any, rate in Latin, we can judge from flie 
book of Epigrams upon Scriptural subjects 
published in 1634, the year in which he 
graduated, one line from which, on the miracle 
at Cana, * 

*• Nympha pudica Deum vidit, et enibuit,” 
is justly celebrated, and has taxed the ingenuity 
of many translators. We are told, more- 
over, by the editor pf his “Steps to the 
Temple,” that he was as excellent in«Hebrew, 
Greek, Italian, and Spanish. As to his friends 
at College we know something from the elegies 
which it was the pious custom of the day to 

Crashawe, who dyed in child-birth, and was buried 
in Whit-Chappell, October 8, 1620. In the 24 yeare 
of her age.” 
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write. “ Lycidas” is, of course, the most brilliant 
celebration in English of such a College friend- 
ship, and Cowley’s ode to William Hervey is 
as certainly the most tender ; yet the beautiful 
series upon tjje death of “ the most desired Mr 
Herrys** has a charm of its own, which none 
but Crashaw could have given. He celebrates 
also, though conventionally, a Mr Staninough 
or Stanninow, Fellow of Queens’, and with more 
feeling another Fellow named Chambers. 

“ For life by volumes lengthened 
A line or two to speak him dead ; 

For the laurel in his verse 

The sullen cypress o*er hi^ hearse ; 

For so many hop^ years 
Of fruity so many fruitless tears ; 

For so dear, so deep a trust, 

Sad requital, thus much dust.” 

!\mong friends destined to survive we may 
reckon the Master of his College, Benjamin 
Lany, a well-known High Churchman,^ who was 
ejected in 1644, and became at the Restoration 
bishop successively of Peterborough, Lincoln, 
and Ely. To him Crashaw inscribed his 
“ Epigrammata Sacra.” We must reckon 
also his tutor, John Tournay, whom he com- 
pliments in some Latin* verses, and to whom 
may be (the the first twist in Crashaw’s notions 
away from his father’s severe Protestantism, 
if that had ever laid any hold upon him. For 

* Dr Grosart makes out Lany to have bi^n a 
friend of Crashaw’s father on the score of some verses 
initialled B.L; in the preface to the latter's Matiuall 
for T rue Catholicks. ” The evidence seems insufiiciem. 
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Tournay, we know, was refused the degree of 
B.D. for a sermon impugning the doctrine 
of “Justification by Faith only,’’ and we find 
Crashaw emphasising the same point in a 
Latin poem entitled “ Fides quae s«la justificat 
, non est sine spe et dilectione.” But of course 
this opposition to the Lutheran dogma was 
common to the whole Laudian party. We 
find the first hint of Crashaw’s anti- Puritan 
opinicms in a prefatory poem he contributed in 
1635 to Robert Shelford’s “Five Pious and 
Learned Discourses,” a book that exceedingly 
incensed Usher ; and the Archbishpp could 
hardly have beeti better pleased with the 
poetical impnmatur prefixed by the son of his 
old friend, in which all the idols of Puritanism 
are blasphemed in caustic couplets, even that 
arch-dogma of the Protestant faith, that th# 
Pope was anti-Christ 

In 1636 Crashaw crossed the road from 
•Pembroke to Peterhouse. We may remember 
that in the following century another poet made 
the opposite journey,* and thus both Colleges 
enjoy the reputation of having served as 
nursing mother to both Crashaw and Gray. 
In Crashaw’s instance we do not know the 
motive that prompted the change of CfRlege. 
It may have been the promise of a better 
fellowship, to which he was elected the 
next y^ar. Or he may have been inclined 
to Peterhouse by the reputation of the new 
master, Dr Cosin (appointed in 1634), and the 
beauty of the new chapel (1632}, the building 
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of which he had urged in a Latin poem, 
where the services and appointments had been 
brought up by Cosin to the Laudian standard. 
But we have it on the authority of the editor 
of his first ^volume that he used to worship in 
the church of Little St Mary^s, which adjoined 
Peterhouse, and could be entered from the 
College ; ^ and this may have been the real 
attraction. The passage referred to is as 
follows : 

• 

Reader, we stile his Sacred Poems, Steps to the 
Temple, and aptly, for in the Temple of God, under 
his wing, he led his life in S. Marie’s Church near 
St Peter”s Colledge ; there he lod&ed under TertulUan’s 
roof of Angels ; there he made his nest more gladly 
than David^s swallow neer the House of God, where 
like a Primitive saint he offered more Prayers in the 
night, than others usually offer in the day : there he 
penned these poems, Steps for happy souls to climb 
Heaven by.” 

I do not, however, think the passage can be, 
pressed for this detail, as it was not St Mary’s 
Church, but the new Peterhouse chapel that 
was remarkable for the sculptured angels ‘ of 

^ A raised gallery runs across the court to the 
churcl^ passing on us way through the West end of 
the cljapel. 

^ The pas^e is a curious one. Anthony Wood 
incorporates it among the plain matters of fact in his 
bald narrative, without the compliment of quotation 
marks, where it reads still more oddly, .^^ording 
to the reports of the Farliamentaty commissioners, 
there were no angels destroyed in St Mary’s Church 
—and there are certainly none there now — whereas 
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its roof. And Crashaw’s taste in decoration 
and ritual seems to have been florid. It doubt- 
less deserves weight for its general statement 
about the life of devoti(m Crashaw led at 
Cambridge, confirmed as this is what we 
know of his temperament, and by the fact 
of his friendship with Nicholas Ferrar, who 
had revived the “ religious ” life in the Church 
of England at his house at Little Gidding, 
where Crashaw was in the habit of visiting 
him. •Moreover, such a life of devotion is 
beautifully and enthusiastically sketched in the 
lines entitled Description of a Religious House 
and Condition o# Life” which Crasbaw ex- 
panded from some hexameters in John 
Barclay's Argents, 

At Peterhouse Crashaw found a brother poet 
and mystic in John Beaumont, and the nesft 
year (1637) Abraham Cowley, the “marvellous 
boy” of that generation, came up from 
, Westminster to ^'rinity, and must soon have 
attracted the notice of all other children of 
the Muse in the University. But Crashaw 
and he may have been already acquainted. 

at Peterhouse the report says : “ We pulled down 
two miglity great angells with wings, and divsps other 
angelb . « . and about a hundred cherubims and 
angels. • . See the quotations at length in 
Wulfnott and Grosart. rrobably, therefore, the 
anonymous editor has confused the church and the 
Colley chapel. Co^pmentators do not notice the 
didicmty, nor do they explain why the ‘‘*roof of 
angels’^ is called Tertullian’s. 
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An interesting testimony to their friendship 
possibly earlier than this date survives in the 
poem entitled “Upon Two Greene Apricockes 
sent to Cowley by Sir Crashaw,’^ which refers 
in terms Af very graceful and affectionate 
compliment to Cowley’s “ Poetical' Blossoms,” 
published in 1633. The allusion would have 
been out of taste except within a short period 
after the book’s appearance ; and the whole 
tone of the poem proves that Cowley w^s stil 
young when it was addressed to him.^ Still 
the reference might equally y/ell be to the 
appearance of the third edition, in the year 
Cowley came up to Cambridge. But whenever 
begun, the friendship lasted till death. 

Seven years were passed at Peterhouse in 
study and devotion, and then the storm of 
flie civil war broke upon the University. 

^ Dr Grosarl assigns the poem to the period when 
the two poets were together in Paris, apparently on 
the ground that it must have beeif written after 1646, * 
as it is printed in the second edition of the poems 
(1648), but not in the first (1646). But internal 
evidence is conclusive against such a theory. Some 
argument also might be based on Crashaw’s title 
“ Sir,” if only we could be sure what that title ineant. 

If it is simply the sign esf the first degree, like the 
dominm that still decorates the Tripos list {cf, the 
Epitaph Dominum Herrisium.” Then it is 
obvidtis to draw the conclusion that the poem must 
have been written not earlier than 1634, in which year 
Crashaw graduated, and before Cowley took his degree 
(1639), or Crashaw proceeded Master The 

poem has just that note of half-wistful admiration that 
we should expect in the complimentary verses of a 
don to a clever under<graduate. ^ 



INTRODUCTION 


XXIX 


Cosin was expelled from the Mastership in 
March 1643, for sending the College plate 
to the King at York. The chapel was visited 
in December of the same year by commissioners 
who made short work of “Tertullsiin*s roof of 
Angels,” and the Solemn League and Covenant 
being administered by the Earl of Manchester, 
five Fellows followed their Master into exile, 
among whom were Crashaw and Beaumont. 
Beauigont retired to Hadleigh in Sussex and 
wrote his “Psyche,” a vast poem of thirty 
thousand lines, lamenting that Crashaw was 
not at his elbow to revise it ; and Crashaw 
went to the King’s headquarters at Oxford, 
of which University, according to Antony h 
Wood, he had been in 1641 incorporated 
a Master of Arts ; and there Cowley presently 
joined him. How long he remained there is 
not known. Nothing, in fact, is really known 
of his life after the ejectment from Peterhouse 
* until he is discovered in Paris, in great poverty 
(“being a meer scholar and very shiftless ”) by 
Cowley, who crossed over in 1646 as secretary 
to Lord Jermyn, the Minister in attendance 
on Henrietta Maria, A presentation to the 
Queen followed. It #ould no doubt have 
been a point in favour of the poor Caiftiridge 
scholar that he had already sung, and more 
than once, her Majesty’s praises ; but a more 
interesting and prevailing daim must have 
been^ the fact that he had lately joined the 
Roman Church. The date of his conversion 
SOtDo where between 1643 when he left 
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Cambridge, and 1646, when he published the 
“ Steps to the Temple,” for that volume contains 
an apology for his Hymn in Honour of St Teresa 
as having been writ when the author was 
yet among the Protestants.^ Unfortunately the 
Queen was almost as poor as her poet, and so 
the royal bounty took the form of letters to 
Italy, where we find Crashaw presently 
described as secretary to a Cardinal.”® This, 
as we learn from Dr John Hargrave, aftec,ward5 
Canon of Canterbury, was Cardinal Palotta, 
who describes him as a man of angelical life.” 
The passage about Crashaw deserves trans- 
cribing in full, for it affords our only remaining 
glimpse of him. 

When I went first of my four times to Rome, 
there were there four revolters to the Roman church 
that had been fellows of Feterhouse in Cambrige 
with myself. The name of one of them whs hfr K 
Cra^aw, who was one of the Seguita (las their term 
is) — that is, an attendant or of the followers of this 
Cardinal, for Which he had a saldty of crowns by the 
month (as the custom is) but no diet. Mr Crawaw 
infinitely commended his Cardinal, but complained 
exjtremely of the wickedness of those of his ritmue, 
of which he, having the Cardinal’s ear, complained to 
him* Upon which the Italians fell so far out with 


^ Afi^hony & Wood. He gives the date '*1646 
or thereabout.” 

® ‘*Mr Richard Crashaw, Master of Arts, of 
Feterhouse, Cambridge, now Secretary to a Cardinal 
in Rome, well known in England for hb excellent 
and ingenious poems.” — Dr Benjamin Qurier’s 
** Missive to King James,” reissued in 1649 with 
pre&ce by N. Strange. > i- 
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him that the Cardinal, to secure his life, was fain to 
put him from his service, and procuring him some small 
employ at the Lady*s of Loretto ; whither he went 
on pilgrimage in summer time, and over-heating 
himsel^died in four weeks after *he came thither, and 
it was doubtful whether he was not poiscfted.” ^ 

Dr Grosart ascertained from the register 
at Loretto that Crashaw was admitted to a 
benefice there on 24 th April 1649, through 
strong interest in his favour by Cardinal Palotta, 
then Irotector of the so-ci^led Holy House of 
Loreto, and in whose service Richard Crashaw 
was,” and that a new appointment was made, 
the benefice beii^ void, on the 25th .Atigust 
in the same year. 

. The biographers give a passage from a book 
called Legenda Ugnea in w^hich the writer® 
endeavours to put as ugly a complexion a# 
he can upon the circumstances of Crashaw’s 
conversionmd its consquences. The passage 
may be quoted here, both for its own demerits 
and as affording^ an opportunity for saying a 
word pn a side of CrashaVs writing that is 
littte to English taste. 

** Master Cirawshaw (son to the London Divine), 
and sometimes Fellow of St Peterhouse in Cambridge, 
is another slip of the timfs that is transpl^ted to 
Rome. This peevish, silly seeker glided aWay from 


^ **Pope Alexander the Seventh and the College 
of Cardinals,” edited for Camden Society 1867. 

® In my copy the authorship is ascribed, in a con> 
temporary hand, to ** Mr Lane, Rector of Awton 
Gifi^d in y* South Hams of Devon ” (see Walker’s 
Sufibringsi” ii. 291). 
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his principles in a poetical vein of fancy, and 
impertinent curiosity ; and finding that verses and 
measured flattery took and much pleased some female 
wits, Crawshaw crept by degrees into favour and 
acquaintance with some Court ladies, and with the gross 
commendati ms of their parts and beauties (burnished 
and varnished with some other agreeable adulations), 
he got first the estimation of an innocent, harmless 
convert ; and a purse being made by some deluded 
vain -glorious ladies and their friends, the poet was 
despatched in a pilgrimage to Rome, where, if he had 
found in the See Pope Urban the Eighth instead of 
Pope Innocent, he tnight possibly have received a 
greater quantity and a better number of benedictions. 
But Innocent being more harsh and dry, the poor 
small poet Crawshaw met with none of the gei^^tion 
and kindred of Maecenas, nor anj great blessing from 
his Holiness, which misfortune puts the pitifin wire- 
drawer into a humour of admiring his own,rapturUs ; 
and in this fancy, like Narcissus, he is i^llen in love 
with his own shadow, conversing with himself in 
^'.erse, and admiring the birth of his own brains. He 
is only laughed at, or at most pitied, by his new 
patrons, who, conceiving him unworthy of any 
preferments in their Church, have given Bim leave tp 
live (like a lean swine almost r^dy to i|tarve) in a 
poor mendicant quality (p. 169). 

To gauge how accurately Mr Lame, if he be 
the author, was informed of Crashaw’s doings, 
we need but rememl^r that when this passage 
was written in 1653, ^ifce poet had, urjknown to 
his skdrist, been dead for three years. The 
second accusation he makes against the poet is 
that of poverty, for which if he suffered himself 
as Walker describes, it is hard to understand 
his contempt ; but against this charge Crashaw 
would not have cared to defend himself. His 
friend Thomas Car tells us that in regaird to 
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most mundane matters he was devoid of 
interest” — “a very bird of paradise.” 

** No care 

Had he of earthly trash. What might suffice 

To At his soul to heavenly exercise 

Sufficed him ; 

What he might eat or wear he took no thought ; 

His needful food he rather found than sought.’* 

It is therefore not at all unlikely that his 
friends in Paris may have found it necessary to 
make*a purse for him in order to pay for the 
jpumeyto Italy. The Queen^s lady-in-waiting 
was ^usan Feilding, sister of the great Duke of 
Buckingham, and»wife of the Earl of Denbigh. 
This lady had long been the leader of the 
Anglican against the Roman party at Court, 
and must have been on terms of familiarity 
with the Anglican poet. To her CrashaW 
addressed one of his most beautiful poems 
“ Against Irresolution in Religion,” urging her 
, to submit to tl^e Church of Rome— as she 
ultimately did, but not till the year after the 
poet’s death. And he dedicated to her a hnal 
selection of his religious poems, the Carmen 
Deo noetic, on the title-page of which he 
acknowledges her “ goodni^s and charity,” The 
purse therefore is probably not a fiction* 
There remains the charge of flattery. In 
making this charge Lane must be referring 
to certain poems in “Steps to the Temple,” 
viz. “^‘An ode which was prefixed to a little 
Prayer-Book given to a young Gentlewoman,” 
“To' th^ same party ; counsel concerning her 
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choice’* and ^‘On Mr George Herbert’s booke 
intituled the Temple, sent to a gentle-woman.*’ 
That Crashaw meant all or any of these poems 
for flattery I do not believe, but that a jury of 
his countrymen would acquit them of the 
charge I do not believe either ; I can even 
imagipe an unsympathetic police-magistrate 
characterising them as poems that no gentle- 
man should have written. The world is justly 
suspicious of any mixture of complimeiy with 
devotion, especially when the devotion is of 
a type that uses freely the imagery of the Song 
of Soloinon. The fact probably is that in these 
and similar poems Crashaw was striving to 
compass the free spirit and enthusiastic nsinnner’^ 
of expression that he so much admired in the 
Spanish mystics ; but the temper of the English 
race, and indeed of the English language, is 
against religious rapture of the soul, and not 
even the genius of Crashaw has been able to 
make it seem other than exotic. 

It will be useftil before speaking of Crashaw’s 
poetry in any detail to mention briefly the 
several ^ contemporary editions. The first 
appeared in 1646 under anonymous editorship, 
with the title “Steps^to the Templ^i Sacred 
Poemi', with other Delights of the Muses. ** ^ The 

1 Dr Grosart in his edition added fifteen poems 
from a MS. in the Bodleian library, written by 
Archbishop Sancroft. The MS. professes to contain 
“Mr Crashaw’s poems transcrib’d fr 5 hi^ own copie 
before they were printed; amongst web are some 
jAot printed.” The readings of the agree with 
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second edition, two years later, seems to have 
been printed from a copy corrected by the poet, 
ibr many misprints are amended and many 
leadings are improved. But the poems printed 
for the first time exhibit bad misplints, which 
would suggest that Crashaw did not himself see 
the volume through the press. The additions 
include some sixteen pieces. In 1652 there 
was published in Paris ‘‘by Peter Targa, 
printe^ to the Archbishop of Paris, in S. 
Victors Streete, at the Golden Sunne,” a selec- 
tion of Crashaw’s religious poetry, with the 
following title ; “ Carmen Deo Nostro. Te 
decet hymnus. ^Sacred Poems, collected, 
corrected, augmented, most humbly presented 
to my Lady the Countesse of Denbigh by 
her most devoted servant RC. In hearty 
acknowledgement of his immortall obligation* 

the edition of 1646, and none of the poems rejected 
from that edition are among those added in 164^. 
.The poem on the Powder Treason was naturally sup- 
pressed at his chang jof religion ; and the State poems 
“Upon the K.*s coronation,’' and upon the birth 
of the Princess Elizabeth, had served their purpose 
and were not worth preserving. In i888 Dr Grosart 
issued a supplement to his edition from another MS. 
collection, professing to contain four new poems and 
many variants in the “Weeper.” The variants 
prove to be the readings of ‘ the first edition? and 
only two of the poems are new ; but one of them 
is a dedication in Crashaw’s happiest vein. It is 
the poem beginning “ Though now 'tis neither May 
nor June ’'(p. 234). ^r Grosart contends that this MS. 
is in Cra^aw^ hitherto unknown autograph, but 
the slips m transcription are not of the kind an 
author. could himself make, 
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to her goodness and charity.’’ The volume, 
despite the assertion of the title-page, did not 
appear until three years after Crashaw*s death. 
No doubt he had prepared it for press befor^ 
quitting Paris, and may have written the title- 
page ; but I prefer to regard it as the work of 
the editor, a certain Thomas Car, Confessor of 
the Augustinian canonesses in Paris, and 
friend of Crashaw’s, who gives evidence 
his poetical taste in two introductory 
This book is far better printed than either of 
its predecessors, and is on larger and better 
paper. Moreover, it is embellished with a 
series of copper-plates fronfi drawings by the 
poet’s own hand. It may have been the 
preparation of these plates that delayed the 
publication so long. The volume is disfigured 
^by many bad errors of the press, natural in 
a book printed by foreigners ; but it contains 
a large number of new readings, which go to 
prove that Crashaw was a rp^ich more diligent 
corrector than his critics have allowed. The 
most interesting feature of the book, however, 
is the dedicatory poem to the Countess 'of 
Denbigh “ against irresolution in religion ” ; 
and still more inteicesting is the fact that a 
revi^d and enlarged version of this. exists in 
a single copy in the British Museum, bearing 
the imprint ** London,” but with no publisher’s 
name, and with a mandscript note in a 
contemporary hand, marking the date of 
publication as 23 Sext. (/.e. August) It 

may have been that Crashaw revised the^p(!Hsm 
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after leaving Paris, and sent his corrected MS. 
to the Countess or to Cowley, without sending 
a copy to his editor ; or it may have been that 
Car mislaid the revised copy, and recovered it 
too late for publication in the volume- But 
it is idle to conjecture. Turnbull noted the 
existence of this second version, but it was 
not reprinted until Dr Grosart included it in 
bis private issue (1874). will be found on 
page §64. It is in Crashaw’s happiest vein. 
The suggestion that the lady addressed is sure 
to come over to writers side by-and-bye, 
and so is guilty jiow of the sin of delay, is 
a sufficiently subtle weapon in controversy; 
but how poetically subtle is the expression 
Crashaw gives it : 

“ Who grants at last, a great while tried, — 

And did his best, — to have denied.” 

Having assumed that Rome is her destined 
*haven, he chides* her for not emulating the 
urgency of all natural things, which, as Bacon 
says, “move violently to their place.” But 
the climax of the poem is the ironical sug- 
gestion of reasons foreman’s reluctance to be 
saved, passing into a passionate enunciat^n of 
the greaiH Christian dogma of the love which 
prompted the Incarnation. 

“ Ail things swear friends to Fair and Good, 

Yea snitours ; man alone is wood. 

Tediously woo’d and hardly won, 

,<Pnly not slow to be undone. 
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As if the bargain had been driven 
So hardly betwixt Earth and Heaven ; 

Our Godf would thrive too fast, and be 
Too much a gainer by’t, should we 
Our purchas’d selves too soon bestow 
On Wim, who has not lov'd us so. 

When love of us called Him to see 
If we’d vouchsafe His company, 

He left His father’s court, and came 
Lightly as a lambent flame, 
leaping upon the hills, to be 
The humble king of you and me.” 

I know nothing in devotional poetry finer th^n 
this. The best known of the religious poems is 
the Hymn to St Teresa, which has been praised 
by every critic — by Coleridge amongst the 
number ; and praise can hardly be too high 
for it. From first to last the inspiration does 
^’not flag, but passes with sure success from the 
tender humour and pathos in which the child’s 
ardour for martyrdom is told, to the ecstatic 
picture of the mystical martyrdom that does 
await her, followed by the calm bliss of the 
beatific vision. This poem is succeeded by an 
Apology for its being written “ when the author 
was among the Protestants,” but Protestantism is 
not referred to in it|, Rather it is an apology 
to Bnglishmen for praising a Spaniard, and to 
Spaniards for writing in English. In the second 
edition (1648), the Apology embraces both the 
Hymn and a poem called “The Flamicig Heart,” 
which was added to that volume, and needs 
more than all the apology that can be made 
for it. For seventy lines the writer discourses 
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with a pitiful want of taste upon a picture of 
Saint Teresa, “ with a seraphim beside her,’* to 
the general effect that the saint is the better 
seraph of the two. But*in the edition of 1652 
twenty-four lines are added, which bave nothing 
to do with the picture, but are a passionate 
invocation of the saint herself.. The first eight 
of these seem to have been written in order to 
connect the new with the old, but they barely 
serve their purpose; for the purple passage 
beginning, “O thou undaunted daughter of 
desires,” is as far superior to them as they are 
to the old poem. In feet, these glowing verses 
may well be recognised as the highest achieve- 
ment of the ifluse of religious ecstasy.' 

The most ambitious of the religious poems, 
and the one which the poet himself probably 
ranked highest, for with it he opened his hnft 
selection, is the hymn “To the Name above 
every Name’’ — an appeal to all the voices of 
Nature and Art ^ to join with him in the great 
celebration. It is full of good things. The 
passages about music are especially beautiful : 

“ O you, my soul’s most certain wings, 

Complaining pipes and prattling strings ; 

Bring all the stere 

Of sweets you have, and murmur that you fevc no 
more.” 


' Crashww’s critics uspally speak as if the conclud- 
ing lines op* The Flaming Heart” had formed part 
of the original poem. Thus Mr Saintsbury: ‘*And 
then in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, without 
warhtng of any sort, the metre changes, the poet’s 



xl INTRODUCTION 

And a little below wood and stringed instru- 
ments are described as 

“ Such 

As sigh with supple wind 
« Or answer artful touch.” 

Again how noble is the opening of the final 
invocation (IL 1 14-133), and the passage towards 
the close about the martyr^, beginning, “ O that 
it were as it was wont to be” ( 1 . 190). But with 
all its merits, the poem cannot, as a whAe, be 
reckoned a success. It is too fluent ; there are 
repetitions both as to sentiments and phrases-*- 
the word nest occurs no fefvcr than five times 
and always as a rhyme ; and there is not enough 
substance in the thought to bear being spun 
into two hundred and forty verses. Moreover, 
L'rashaw indulges himself now and then in a 
“conceit” which leaves the modern reader 
gasping {eg, 11. 132-5). To be successful he 
needed a subject less vague i^ definition, and a < 
metre constraining to conciseness. One cannot 
help wishing that Crash aw had been born a few 
years earlier, so that at Cambridge he might 
have formed a friendship with Milton instead of 
with Cowley. He would have be^ attracted, 
vte cShnot doubt, to “the Lady of Christas”; 
and Milton’s jealous care that the 'word, the 
phrase, the paragraph should be as perfect as 
ehbke could make them, would have been 

ihs^raiion catches fire, and there rashes up into the 
hhaven of poetry this marvellpus rocket of song” 
yBHzabethan Literaturey p. 36];). 
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invaluable to Crashaw, if he could have learned 
it. There might also have been some reciprocal 
influence in matters of temperament which was 
as sorely needed. But dis nliter visutn^ and we 
could not have aflforded the loss of Cowley^s 
noble elegy on the “ Martyr and Saint,” even at 
the price of Lycidas purged of its venomous 
onslaught on the clergy. 

^‘Cbaritas Nimia” is one of the few religious 
poems of Crashaw in which no critic could 
wish mr an excision ; it is perhaps also the 
only on^ that shows any influence of George 
Herjt>ert. The Hymns upon Christmas and 
l^piphany, which % form resemble one another, 
are of curiously dilferent merit. One might 
have anticipated that such a subject as the visit 
of the Magi would have set Crashaw’s imagina- 
tion on fire, but it did not do so. The poem^ 
is turgid and fuH of dull “conceits.” The 
Christmas poem, on the contrary, is as full of 
* happy expressions and ideas, such as the line 
about the snow, the description of courtiers as 
“ slippery souls in smiling eyes,” and the stanza 
on the Mother and Child. Many of the religious 
poems are elaborate versions of the old Church 
hymns, besjt; perhaps doscribed in the poet’s 
own phrase as “ a descant upon plain fong.” 
Nothing could be more unlike the simple direct- 
ness of the Latin than Crashaw’s flamboyant 
paraphrases \ at the same time it must be 
admitted that always keeps to his subject 
and in his wildest excursion never loses the 
key. The most atiimired of these has been the 
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“Dies Irae”; the closest version is the Lauda 
Sion Salvaiorem, which nevertheless succeeds 
in breathing poetry into a piece of mediaeval 
scholasticism ; the most elaborate is /Ae Office 
of the Hol}[ Crosse. To show Crasha<^’s method 
it will be sufficient to put one stanza of his by 
a stanza of the original. The hymn in the 
Office for the third hour runs : 

“ Crucijige clamitant hora tertiarum ; 

Illusus induilur veste purpurarum : 

Caput ejus pungitur corona spinarum : 

Crucem portat numeris ad locum pocnarum.” 

This becomes in Crashaw^ rendering : 

“ The third hour’s deafened with the cry 
Of Crucify Him^ crucify. 

So goes the vote (nor ask them why !) 

‘ Live Barabas, and let God die.’ 

But there is wit in wrath, and they will try 
A * Hail * more cruel than their ‘ crucify.’ 

For while in sport He wears a spiteful crown, 

The serious showers along «His decent face rurf 
sadly down,” 

The antiphons in this Office deserve particular 
notice ; in the original they are, of course, in 
prose. Among the translations are included 
characteristic versions of two Psalms. No one 
but Crashaw would have rendered ** He leadeth 
me in the paths of righteousness,” etc., by 

“He expounds the weary wonder 
Of my giddy steps, and under 
Sprees a path, clear as the day, 

V^ere no churlish rub says nay 
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To my joy-conducted feet, 

Whilst they gladly go to meet 
Grace and Peace to learn new lays 
Tun’d to my great Shepherd’s praise.” 

The longest of all the translalions is the 
“ Suspicion of Herod,’* a canto of sixty-six stanzas 
done, with Crashaw’s usual licence, out of the 
Italian of Marini. As a piece of writing it is 
excellent, the stanza with its triple rhyme is 
well ^anaged, and there are not a few passages 
which for dignity of style recall Milton, who 
had undoubtedly profited by its perusal. Take, 
for example, this verse from the speech of 
Satan ; 

. has my heaven (what would He more?) whose 
bright 

And radiant sceptre this bold hand should bear : 

And for'^e never-fading fields of light, 

My fair inheritance, he confines me here 

To this dark house of shades, horror, and night, 

To draw a long- liv’d death, where all my cheer 
Is the solei^nity my sorrow wears 
Thai uneankind^s torment waits upon my tears.” 

Atnong ^e religious poems are usually in- 
cluded two about which a word must be added 
— the amcebean stanzas upon Hope between 
Crashaw and Cowley ,• and “The \^eper.” 
Coleridge, referring to the former in a letter to 
a friend, remarlts that “ Crashaw’s superiority 
to Cowley is self-evident.” I must confess, 
temerarious as it is to differ from Coleridge on 
a point^f literary criticism, that even though I 
am at the mcMtnent holding a brief for Crashaw 
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the superiority seems to me altogether on the 
other side. There is undoubtedly great clever- 
ness in the way Cowley’s points are taken up 
one by one and turned against him ; but there 
is nothings in Crashaw’s verse that finds a 
lodging in the memory, as do Cowley’s fine 
lines about the cloud r 

“ Thin empty cloud which th’ eye deceives 
With shapes that our own fancy gives. 

A cloud which gilt and painted now appears 
But must drop presently in tears | '* 

or these in the last stanza : 

** Brother of Fear, more gaily clad, 

The merrier fool o* th’ two, yft quite as ngiad. 

Sire of repentance, child of fond desire 
That blow’st the chymick’s and the lover’s fire 
Still leading them insensibly on 
With the strong witchcraft of anon.” 

“The Weeper” is the poem that in most 
editions opens the “ Steps to the 'Temple/ and 
it has proved a stumblingblock to many would- 
be worshippers ; amongst others, to that very 
appreciative critic Mr Edmund Gosse, who 
in an essay included in his “Seventeenth 
Century Studies” speaks of itvas “distressing” 
and “humiliating” and “a string of pre- 
posterous conceits.” Undoubtedly it is a poem 
that Inquires us at the outset not to be entir<$ly 
out of sympathy with our author’s subject If 
we start by calling the theme “a very small” 
one» we shall inevitabl]!^ be more and more 
'pro^ked as thf poem draws out it$, length. 
But it is the first duty of a crific to renounce 
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prejudice, and one would imagine that in 
reading the works of a Roman Catholic poet 
for aesthetic purposes it might be pardonable 
to abate something froift the rigour of our 
Protestantism. It may be granted* that there 
are stanzas in the poem — most of them added 
in the second edition — which ought never to 
have been written, and need not be read ; such 
as the 4th to 6th, 19th to 22nd, 27th, and 29th.^ 
But w^eti these nine stanzas have been excised 
from the thirty-three, there remains a poem 
which, if its topic be once allowed — it is a rosary 
of devotion to St Mary Magdalene—should 
give nothing but ftelight to the lover of poetry. 
To begin with, the stanza is admirably fashioned 
for a “rosary” (by which I mean a string of 
stanzas the thought in each of which is complete 
in itself, because it opens with a 5 hortene<f 
trochaic ^ < line, which emphasises each new 
beginning, and concludes in a couplet which 
emphasises the close. The only other poem 
in English that for a similar contemplative 
effect can be compared with it, is Rossetti*s 
“ Staff and Scrips” but in that case the separate 

^ The numeration follows the 1652 edition adopted 
in this volume. • 

^ That the effect of the line is meant to be generally 
trochaic seems certain from the fact that it is so in 
most of ^e early stanzas which fix the mould of the 
metre; also the twelfth stanza opens ‘‘There’s no 
need at all,” where otherwise it would have been as 
simple to write There is no need at all.” Even in 
the lines having syllables, Which are the majority, 
it wijil be observed that the dissyllabic words are 
trochees. 
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roundness of each stanza is not so completely 
an advantage, as the poem tells a continuous 
tale. It will be observed how much variety of 
rhythm Crashaw obtains within each stanza, 
without violating the metre, by merely shifting 
the pause. ' 

“Th* dew no more will weep 
The primrose’s pale cheek to deck i 
Tir dew no more will sleep 
Nuzzel’d in the lily’s neck ; 

Much rather would it be thy tear, 

And leave them both to tremble here 

Not the soft gold which 

Steals from the aml)er-Wfeeping tree, 

Makes sorrow half so rich 
As the drops distill’d from thee, 

Sorrow’s best jewels lie in these 
Caskets, of which heaven keeps the keys. 

Not in th’ Evening’s eyes 
When they red with weeping are 
For the sun that dies, 

Sits sorrow with a face so fair, 

Nowhere but here did evei^meet 
Sweetness so sad, sadness so sweet.” 

But, says Mr Gosse, these are “ preposterous 
conceits.” What is a “conceit?” How does 
it differ from the legit jmate poetical image, the 
offspiing of that imjiginative power which 
illuminates one object by the light reflected 
on It from another ? According to Dr Johnson, 
the difference is that the latter, though not 
obvious, is upon its first production acknow- 
ledged to be just, whereas, in the case of 
conceits, “ the reader, far from wondering that 
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he missed them, wonders more frequently by 
what perverseness of industry they were ever 
found.’’ This distinction, stated in the straight- 
forward commonsense manfter of the great 
eighteenth -century critic, seems to^be a true 
one, and indeed seems to be the grain of truth 
at the bottom of the more pretentious distinc- 
tion between the images of the “fancy” and 
the “imagination,” of which Coleridge, and 
after Ruskin, have made so much. Ac- 
cordingly we may expect to find that, although 
the greater the poet is, the more natural and 
satisfying will be the general run of his images, 
yet even among tliose of the greatest "poets 
some will strike us by their cleverness rather 
than their truth, and even in times when the 
rage for novelty is paramount, some will charm ^ 
by their truth as much as their novelty. The 
seventeenth-century writers, coming in the ebb 
of the great Elizabethan wave, were certainly 
tempted to depend<oo much upon ingenuity, too 
little upon the freshness of natural suggestion ; 
and Cowley’s writings afforded Dr Johnson an 
inexhaustible storehouse of the wrong sort of 
“ wit ” ; but then Cowley is no less full of 
metaphors that are as justf as they are striking. 
The lines quoted above are an instance, ^nd 
so it is lyith Crashaw. It cannot be denied 
that when the bright heaven of invention is 
overcast, he can be beyond measure dull and 
tedious with his hackneyed conceits of “ nests ” 
and “ fires *’ and “ eyes,” but what ample amends 
he makes by-and-by whether in single epithets 
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like the weary lids of Hope’’ or in such 
splendid images as that in the Description of 
a Religious House, still rolling a round Sphere 
of still returning pain.” Our modern taste may 
be jarred the arrogance of poets who set out 
NN^ith the deliberate intention of saying as many 
iine things as they can upon Hope or a Saint’s 
tears, instead of waiting for the spark from 
heaven to fall ” ; but for all that we have no right 
to condemn the result en bloc : we must take each 
several trope upon its meri ts. Of course it is never 
the mere intellectual element in the figure that 
constitutes the poetry, apart from the emotion 
that has suggested it, or at* any rate prompted 
the search for it, and it is the intellectual 
element that is predominant in the Caroline 
poets, but Crashaw’s verses do not lack passion. 
And besides all this, there is the actual writing ; 
and those who refuse to find the conceits other 
than ingenious, and the passion other than pre- 
posterous, cannot be deaf to -the exquisite music 
of the verse. 

“ There’s no need at all 
That the balsam-sweating bough 
So coyly should let fall 
Her naed’cineble tears ; for now 
f Nature hath learnt to extract a dew 
More sovereign and sweet from you. 

Yet let the poor drops weep — 

Weeping is the ease of woe — 

Softly let them creep, 

Sad that they are vanquisht so. 

They, though to others no relief, 

Balsam may be for their own grief. 



INTRODUCTION 


xlix 


Golden though he be, 

Golden Tagus murmurs though ; 

Were his way by thee. 

Content and quiet he would go, 

So much more rich would he esteem 
Thy silver, than his golden stream. 

Well does the May, that lies 
Smiling in thy cheeks, confess 
The April in thine eyes ; 

Mutual sweetness they express. 

No April ere lent kinder showers 
No# May returned more faithful dowers.’’ 

To pass now from the “ Steps to the Temple ’’ 
to the “other delights of the Muses, Crashaw’s 
temperament was so eminently devotional that 
it is not surprising to hnd but few of his secular 
fiieces of any high merit The best, and the 
best known through its inclusion in the^ 
“ Golden Treasury ” (though in a too curtailed 
form) and from an inferior text) is the “ Wishes 
to his (supposed) Mistress,” a poem written in an 
•original and effeUive metre of three lines oi 
four, six, and eight syllables. It is full of fine 
thougfhts and phrases, some in Crashaw’s own 
superlative mannerj^ as when he speaks ot 
‘ tresses ” 

^ “ Whose native ray 

Can tame the wanton day 

Ofgems that in their bright shades play. 

Each ruby there 

Or pearl, that dare appear 

Be its own blush, be its own tear ; 

Others in a direct style of high and simple 
d 
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dignity, that might belong to any of the greater 
masters ; as when he wishes for his mistress 

** delight 

CP Ikakfi day’s forehead bright 
Or give down to the wings of night. 

Days that need borrow 
No part of their good morrow 
From a fore-spent night of sonow. 

Life that dares send 
A challenge to his end, 

And when it comes, say, ‘ Welcome, friend.’ ” 

' *! 

The version of Strada’s contest between the 
lutanist and the nightingale, called Music’s 
duel,” is rather a tour de force than a very 
^successful or pleasing p6)^, inasmuch as 
vocabulary, though necessary to poetry, is not 
so necessary as feeling. The reader is amazed 
more th$'n he is delighted. But an amazing 
poem it Is, and the merit >s CrashaVs ; for* 
though the story and the plan of the poem ^re 
taken from Strada, most o^ the descriptitm of 
the nightingale’s song is Cra^iaw’s own. ' To 
even describe the description would task a poet. 
Mr Swinburne speakf of *Mts dazzling intricacy 
ancf^affluence in refinements, its supple and 
cimnmg implications, .its choicenass and 
subtlety.” But it must be confessed that a 
part, as often with Crashaw, would have been 
xnipre than the whole. The Epitaph 0|i a 
yppng Married Couple” is written in the dhto- 
syilables that hardly amy seventeenth-century 
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poet could handle without some success, and 
Crashaw is always happy iil them. 

** Peace, good leader, do not^,weep. 

Peace, the lovers are asleep. 

They, sweet turtles, folded lie 
In the last knot that love could tic. 

And though they lie as they were dead, 

Their pillow stone, their sheets of lead. 

(Pillow hard, and sheets not warm) 

Love made the bed ; they’ll take no harm.” 

“ LiJve’s Horoscope,” in octosyllabic stanzas, is 
an even finer piece of writing, curiously perfect 
in its balanced structure, and the astrological 
idea is fully woilted out, but without over- 
elaboration. A song out of the Italian,^’ in a 
metre copied by Mr Swinburne, equally fantastic 
in idea, is equally perfect in execution. The 
decasyllabic poems are not 50 completely* 
successful, though occasionally they admit of 
effects in Crashaw’s peculiar style, as in the 
• close of “ Satisfaction for Sleep” : 

“ Why ihrpiitst thou so ? 

Why dost thou shake thy leaden sceptre ? Go 
Bestow thy poppy upon wakeful Woe, 

Sickness, and Sorrow, whose pede lids ne'er know 
Thy downy finger ; dwell upon their eyes, 

Shut in their tears, shu( out their miseries.” 

The history of the development of the iSeroic 
couplet is too large a subject to discuss at the end 
of an Introduction. It happens, however, that 
Pope in one of his letters to Henry Cromwell 
hna , given a criticism upon Crashaw, 
interesting in itself and for the light it throws 
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Hpbii ' ihe eighteenth-century standards of 
taste* The following extract gives the 
substance of the criticism 


I take {his poet to have writ Ijke a gentleman, 
that is at leisure hours, and mocs^rto keep out of 
idleness than to establish a deputation 5 so that 
nothing regular pr just can be expected fboixt* him. 
All that regards design^ iform, faible (which is the soul 
of poetry), all that concerns exactness, or consent of 
parts {which is the body) will probably be wanting ; 
only pretty conceptions, fine metaphors, gjittering 
expressions, and something of a neat cast of verse 
(which are properly the dress, gems, or loose orna- 
ments of poetry) may be found in these verses. . . * 
Tlji, speak of his numbers is a little difficult, they are 
^Various and ii regular, and mostly Pindarick ; |ds 
his heroic verse (the best exaitfple of wm^ is 
* Music’s Duel ’) is carelessly made up ; but one 
y imagine, from what it now is, that had he taken 
.beore care, it had been midaical and pleasing enoi^h, 
^"not extremely majestic, but sweet. And the time 
considered, of his writing, he was (even as inconect 
as he is) none of the worse versificators.” * 


There is justice in some vf these strictures.'' 
Crashaw was certainly wanting in the archi- 
tectonics of poetry, and never attempted' an 
epic, or a drama. As certainly he was giv^ to 
vain repetitions. But he had imagination jmd 
he^had passion, neither of whkh qu^ities hais a 
p}adB in Mr Pope’s Anatbm/of Poef^. But 
sp^k only of the heroic collet ; let the reader 
turn to Crashaw’s Description of a 
Hfuse,” and then to Pope’s*^* Etpisa andA^p|i” 

^ Correspondence, Croker^and tfiiWin, vi. 1 16* #he 
MfH c^tains also a fairly ju|t crit^Kan m *|^e 
wMbeper* u ' 
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and say whether he can fail to adjudge the meed 
to Crashaw/ Pope*s couplet, excellent for 
satiric verse and epigram, is too frail a vehicle 
for passion. The recurring cirsura in the third 
foot, often followed by a conjunction %r preposi- 
tion, and the inevitable epithet in every line 
make a thin and artificial instrument which 
soon disgusts. CrashaWs verses have far 
greater variety and far greater robustness, and 
his epithets, while perhaps they are over- 
plentiful, all add something to the conception. 

Another poet who headed the reaction from 
the school of Pope agrees with him generally 
both in his praise and blame of CrasheiHr. 
“Crashaw,” says Coleridge, “seems in his 

^ Pope in this pseudo-Gpthic poem borrows a verse 
from efrashaw’s ** Description, ’ which, alas, will not*' 
fit its new context : 

“ How happy is the blameless vestaPs lot, 

The world foi getting, by the world forgot : 
Eternal sunshine of the spotless mind ! 

Each pray’r accepted and each wish resign’d, 
Labour and rest that equal periods keep, 

* Obedient slumbers that can wake and weep.’ *’ 

(11. 201^X2). 

It is plain that if labour and rest keep equal 
periods, sluxnoors must be such as do mt ^ake 
and weep. But it is easy to sympathise with Pope’s 
admiration for Cratdiaw’s line. In its own place it 
is admufible: 

Wty portion of prescribed sleep ; 

Obedtot dttiAbers, that can wake and weep, 

^ And sinigp and Isigh, and work, and sleep a^in ; 
Still rdlilng'a round sphere of stilhrelurning pain.” 
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poems to have given the first ebullience of his 
imagination, unshapen into form, or much of 
what we now term sweetness.” He goes on to 
say that certain verses from the Hymn to St 
Teresa (11.^43-64) “ were ever present to my mind 
whilst writing the second part of Christabel ; 
if, indeed by some subtle process of the mind 
they did not suggest the first thought of the 
whole poem.” The student who turns to the 
second part of Christabel will be puzzled to 
trace any direct influence of Crashaw upon the 
poem. Coleridge’s versification, with its 
abundance of extra syllabl<2’<s is jerky by com- 
parison, and suggests hasty workmanship far 
more than Crashaw’s. But perhaps Coleridge 
is referring to that portion of the second part of 
Christabel which was never written. * Coleridge, 
however, sometimes recalls Crashaw by the 
richness of his lines, as Shelley does by his 
smooth and limpid flow ; but at his best 
Crashaw has more radiance fhan either. 

There is a further respect in which Crashaw 
and Coleridge arc alike: they both belong to 
that body of poets between whose best and 
worst there seems no recognisable relation* 
At^or&t they are Iboth singularly flat and 
unprofitable and sometimes ludicrous ; at best 

^ Letters, Conversations, and Recollections of 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge,” 183^. Coliilfriidge 
repeatedly spoke of the poem as cx^nfalmi^ 1400 
lines^ but the editions know OTify Of less th& half 
this tttiiaber. See note to Dykes Campbell's Edition, 
p. 602. ^ 
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their verse supplies a meaning to the term 
commonly used of poets, the word “ inspiration” ; 
it suggests a theory that the poet is only a 
medium for supernatural powers to play upon, 
an i^^olian harp for the spirit which btows as it 
lists ; for their best writing seems as far as 
possible removed from any result that Art alone 
could compass. Jonson tells us that ^‘a good 
poet^s made as well as born,’’ and in reading 
Jonson, ^nd indeed in reading his greater disciple 
Milton, we assent to the theory, for the conscious 
artist reveals himself in every line. Hut when 
we turn to Crashaw we revert to the. older 
theory of the poet as a paradisal creature, 
“ born not made,” a “ winged and holy being,” ^ 
whose poems arc not the work of man, but 
divine, and though we may xoadily admit that 
Prospero would be a mure useful member 
of human society than Ariel, we cannot 
but regard Ariel with the more wonder 
Tor his gift pf etliereal music. But besides 
. this inexplicaUe charm of music, when 
inspired, Crashaw was gifted with the fervour 
of a devout enthusiast ; and so it comes about 
that although he has occasionally fine poetry 
which is not religious, And too often ardent 
religious verse which is not poetry, yet his fffost 
exalted verspt is that in which both influences 
meet. Then the whole man is sublimed and 
becom«Spt“aU air and fire.” 

* Plato, Ion 534. 
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STEPS TO THE TEMPLE 


THE PREFACE TO THE READER 

Learnxd Reader, The Author’s friend will not 
usurp much upon thy eye ; this is only for those 
whom the name of our Divine Poet hath not yet 
seized into admiration. 1 dare undertake, that what 
Iamblicus (in vita Pythagoras) afhrmeth of his Master,. 
At his Contemplations, these poems can, viz., They 
shall lift thee, Reader, some yards above the ground ; 
and, as in Pythagoras* school, every temper was first 
tuned into a height by several proportions of music, 
and spiritualised for one of his weighty Lectures ; so 
mayest thou take a* Poem hence, and tune thy soul 
by it into a heavenly pitch ; and thus refined and 
borne up upon the wings of meditation, in these 
poems thou mayest talk freely of God, and of that 
other state. 

Here’s Herbert’s second, but equal, who*IH#i 
retrieved Poetry of late, and returned it up to its 
primitive use ; let it bound back to heaven’s gates, 
whence it came. Think ye, St Augustine would 
have stained his graver learning with a book of 
Poetry, had be fancied its dearest end to be the- 
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vanity of Love-sonnets and Epitbalamiums ? No, 
no, he thought with this our poet, that every foot in 
a high-born verse, might help to measure the soul 
into that better world. Divine Poetry, I dare hold 
it, in positiljn against Suarbz on the subject, to 
be the language of the angels ; il is the quintessence 
of phantasy and discourse centred in heaven ; it is 
the very outgoings of the soul ; ’tis what alone our 
Author is al;>le to tell you, and that in his own ^rse. 

It were profane but to mention here in the*Preface 
those underheaded Poets, retainers to seven shares 
and a half ; madrigal fellows, whose only business in 
verse is to rhyme a poor sixpennf soul a suburb sinner 
into Uell ; — May such arrogant pretenders to Poetry 
vanish, with their prodigious issue of tumorous heats^ 
^and flashes of their adulterate brains, and for ever 
after may this our Poet fill up the better room of 
man. Oh ! when the general arraignment of Poets 
shall be, to give an account of their higher souls, 
with what a triumphant brow shall our divine Poet 
sit above and look down upon poor Hombr, Virgil, 
Horace, Claudian, &c. ! who had amongst them 
the ill luck to talk out a great part of their gallant 
genius upon bees, dung« frogs, and gnats, &c., and 
nSt'% himself here, upon Scriptures, divine graces, 
martyrs, and angels. 

Reader, we style his Sacred Poems, Sfe^s to the 
Temple^ and aptly, for in the Temple of God, under 
His wing, he led his life in St Mary’s Church, near 
St Peter’s College ; there he lodged under Tbr- 
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tullian’s roof of angels; there made his nest 
more gladly than David’s swallow near the house of 
GoiJ', where, like a primitive i^int, he offered more 
prayers in the night than others usually offer in the 
day ; there he penned these Poems, ST£PS for 
happy souls to climb heaven by. 

And those other of his pieces, entitled The 
Delights of the Muses (though of a more human 
mixture) are as sweet as they are innocent. 

The liaises that follow are but few of many that 
might be conferred on him : he was excellent in five 
languages (besides his mother-tongue), viz., Hebrew, 
Greek, Latin, Italian, Spanish, the two last whereof 
he had little help in — they were of his own acquisition. 

Amongst his other accomplishments in academic 
(as well pious as harmless arts), he made his skill ^ 
in Poetry, Music, Drawing, Limning, Graving 
(exercises of his curious invention and sudden fancy) 
to be but his subservient recreations for vacant hours, 
not the grand business of his soul. 

To the former qualifications I might add that which 
would crown them all — his rare moderation in diet 
(almost Lessian temperance); he never created a 
Muse out of distempers, «ior (with our Canary 
scribblers) cast any strange mists of surfeits bflSe* 
the intellectual beams of his mind or memory, the 
latter of which he was so much a master of, that he 
had there, under lock and key, in readiness, the 
richest treasures of the best Greek and Latin poets, 
some of which Authors he had more at his command 
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by heart, than others that only read their works, to 
retain little, and understand less. ' ^ 

Enough, reader ; I intend not a volume of pniSses 
larger than his book, nor need I longer transport 
thee to think over his vast perfections ; 1 will conclude 
^11 that I have impartially writ of this learned young 
gent, (now dead to us) as he himself doth, with the 
last line of his Poem upon Bishop Andrews* picture 
before his Sermons — 

Verte paginas. 

— Look on his following leaves and see him breathe. 


THE AUTHOR’S MOTTO 

Live, Jesus, live, and let it be 
My life to die for love of Thee. 
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SOSPETTO D’HERODE 

[T/^ Suspicion of Herod] 


LIBRO PRIMO 
ARGOMENTO 

Casting the times with their ^^trong sigfis^ 

Death's master his own death divines i 
Struggling for help, his best hope is 
Herod s suspicion may heal his> 

Therefore he sends a fiend to wake 
The sleeping tyrant's fond mistake. 

Who fears {in vain) that He Whose birth 
Means Heaven^ should meddle with his Earth, 

Muse ! now the servant of soft loves no more, 

Hate is thy t^me, and Herod, whose unblest 
Hand (O, what dares not je^ous greatness ?) tore 
A thousand sweet babes hrom their mothers’ b 
The blooms of martyrdom. O, be a door 5 

Of language to my infant lips, ye best 
Of confessors; whose throats answering his 
swords, 

Qave forth your blood for breath,^ spoke souls for 
words. 


7 



8 


ST£PS TO THE TEMPLE 


II 

(rreat Anthony ! Spain’s well-beseeming 

Thou mighty branch of emperors and kings ; lo 
The beauties of whose dawn what eye may bide? 

Which wAh the Sun himself weighs equal wings ; 
Map of heroic worth ! whom far and wide 
To the believing world Fame boldly sings : 

Deign thou to wear this humble wreath that 
bows, 15 

To be the sacred honour oi thy brows. • 

III 

Nor needs my Muse a blush, or these bright flowers 
Other than what their own blest beauties bring ; 
They were the smiling sons of those sweet bowers, 
That drink the dew of life, whose deathless spring, 20 
^or Syrian flame, nor Borean frost deflowers ; 

From whence heaven-labouring bees with busy 
wing, 

Suck hidden sweets, which, well digested, proves ^ 
Immortal honey for the hive ^f loves. 

IV 

Thou, whose stronghand with so transcendent worth, 2 5 
Holds high the reign of fair Parthenope, 
^^Hjftieither Rome, nor Athens can bring forth 
A name in noble deeds rival to thee 1 
Thy fame’s foil noise makes proud the patient Earth, 
Far more than matter for my Muse and me. 30 
The Tynhene seas and shores sound all the 
same, 

And in their murmurs keep thy mighty name. 
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V 

Below the bottom of the great Abyss, 

There where one centre reconciles all things, 

The World’s profound heart pants ; there placM is 35 
Mischiefs old master : close about himeclings 
A curled knot of embracing snakes, that kiss 
His correspondent cheeks : these loathsome strings 
Hold the perverse prince in eternal ties 
Fast bound, since first he forfeited the skies. 40 
• VI 

The judge of torments, and the king of tears, 

He fills a burnish’d throne of quenchless fire : 

And for his old fair robes of light he wears 
A gloomy mantle & dark flames ; the tire 
That crowns his hated head on high appears ; 45 

' Where seven tall horns (his empire’s pride) aspire ; 
And to make up Hell’s Majesty, each horn 
Seven crested Hydras horribly adorn. 

VII 

His eyes, the sullen dens of Death and Night, 

* Startle the dull aii;»with a dismal red : 50 

Such his fell glances as the fatal light 
Of staring comets, that look kingdoms dead. 

From his black nostrils and blue lips, in spite . 

Of Hell’s own stink, a worser stench is spread. . 
His breath f lell’s lightning is : and each deep qj; 
groan 

Disdains to think that Heaven thunders alone. 

VIII 

His flaming eyes’ dire exhalation 
Unto a dreadful pile gives fiery breath ; 

Whose unconsumed consumption preys upon 
The never-dying life of a long death. 


60 
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In this sad house of slow destruction 
(His shop of flames) he fries himself, beneath 
A mass of woes ; his teeth for torment gnash. 
While his steel sides sound with his tail’s strong 
lash.^ 

IX 

Three rigorous virgins waiting still behind, 65 

Assist the throne of th’ iron-sceptred king : 

With whips of thorns and knotty vipers twined 

They rouse him, when his rank thoughts need a 
sling 

Their locks are beds of uncombed snakes, that wind 
About their shady brows in wanton rings. 70 

Thus reigns the wrathful ^king, and while he 
reigns. 

His sceptre and himself both he disdains. 

X 

Disdainful wretch ! how hath one bold sin cost 
Thee all the beauties of thy once bright eyes ! 

How hath one black eclipse cancelled and crost 75 
The glories that did gild thee in thy rise ! 

Proud morning of a perverse day^ how lost ^ 

Art thou unto thyself, thou too self-wise 
Narcissus I foolish Phaethon ! who for all 
Thyhigh-aim’dhopesgain’dst buta flaming & 11 . 80 

'' xr 

From Death’s sad shadet to the life-breathing air, 

This mortal enemy to mankind’s good, 

Lifts his malignant eyes, wasted with care, 

To become beautiful in human blood. 

Where Jordan melts his crystal, to make fair 85 
The fields of Palestine^ with so pure a flood. 

There does he fix his eyes, and there detect 
New matter, to make good his great suspect. 



SOSPETTO rfHERODE 


II 


XII 

lie calls to mind th* old quarrel, and what spark 
Set the contending sons of ileaven on fire ; 90 

Oft in his deep thought he revolves the dark 
Sibyl’s divining leaves : he does inquired 
Into th’ old prophecies, trembling to mark 
How many present prodigies conspire 
To crown their past predictions ; both he lays 95 
Together ; in his ponderous mind both weighs. 


XIII 

Heaven’s golden-wit^M herald late he saw^ 

To a poor Galilean virgin sent : 

How low the bright youth lx)wed, and with what awe 
Immortal dowers to her fair hand present. 100 
He saw th’ old Hebrew’s woml> neglect the law 
Of age and barrenness, and her babe prevent 
His birth by his devotion, who began 
Betimes to be a saint before a man. 


XIV 

He saw rich nectar-thaws release the rigour 105 
Of th’ iey North ; from frost-l>ound Atlas’ hands 
His adamantine fetters fall : green vigour 
Gladding the Scythian rocks and Libyan sands. 

He saw a vernal smile sweetly disfigure 
Winter’s sad face, and through the flowery lands 1 10 
Of fair Engaddi, honey-sweating fountains 
With manna, milk, and balm, new-broach the 
mountains. 
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He saw how, in that blest Day>bearing night, 

The Heaven-rebuked shades made haste away ; 
How bright a dawn of angels with new light X15 
Amazed Uic midnight world, and made a Day 
Of which the Morning knew not ; mad with spite 
He marked how the poor shepherds ran to pay 
Their simple tribute to the Babe, Whose birth 
Was the great business both of Heaven and 
Earth. 120 


XVI 

He saw a threefold Sun with rich increase 
Make proud the ruby portals of the East : 

He saw the Temple sacred to sweet Peace, 

Adore her Prince’s birth, flat on her breast : ^ 

He saw the falling idols all confess 125 

A coming Deity : He saw the nest 
Of poisonous and unnatural loves, Earth-nursed, 
Touched with the World’s true antidote, to burst. 


XVII 

He saw Heaven blossom with a new-born light, 

On which, as on a glorious stranger, 130 

^e^golden eyes of Nighf : whose beam made bright 
The way to Bethlehem, and as boldly blazed, 

(Nor asked leave of the sun) by day as night ; 

By whom (as Heaven’s illustrious handmaid) raised, 
Three kings (or what is more) three wise men 
went 135 

Westward io find the World’s true Orient 
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Struck with these great concurrences of things, 
Symptoms so deadly unto Qeath and him, 

Fain would he have forgot what fatal strings 
Eternally bind each rebellious limb. ^ 140 

He shook himself, and spread his spacious wings ; 
Which, like two bosomed sails, embrace the dim 
Air with a dismal shade ; but all in vain, 

Of sturdy adamant is his strong chain* 

XIX 

While thus Heaven’s highest counsels by the low 145 
Footsteps of their effects, he traced too well. 

He tossed his troubled eyes, embers that glow 
■ Now with new rage, and wax loo hot for Hell. 

With his foul claws he fenced his furrowed brow, 

And gave a ghastly shriek, whose horrid yell 150 
Ran trembling through the hollow vaults of 
Night, 

The while his twjsted tail he gnawed for spite. 

XX 

Yet on the other side fain would he start 
Above his f€ars, and think |t cannot be : 

He studies Scripture, strives to sound the heart, 

And feel the pulse of every prophecy. 

He knows (but knows not how, or by what art) 

The Heaven-expecting' ages hope to see 
A mighty Babe, Whose pure, unspotted birth, 
From a chaste virgin womb should bless the 
Earth. 160 
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But these vast mysteries his senses smother. 

And reason (for what’s faith to him ?) devour. 

How she that is a maid should prove a mother, 

Yet kee^ inviolate her virgin flower ; 

How God’s Eternal Son should be mai^^s fof other, 165 
Poseth his proudest intellectual power ; * 

How a pure Spirit should incarnate be, 

And Life itself wear Death’s frail livery. 


XXII 

That the great angel-blinding Dght should shrink 
His blaze, to shine in a poor shepherd’s eye ; 170 

That the unmeasured God so low should sink, 

As prisoner in a few poor rags to lie ; 

That from His mother’s breast He milk should drxilk, 
Who feeds with nectar Heaven’s fair famij|^ ; 

That a vile manger His low bed should prove, 175 
Who in a throne of stars thunders above % 


XXIII 

That He Whom the Sun serves should faintly peep 
Through clouds of in^nt flesh : that He, the old 
jrnal Word, should be a child, and weep : 

That He Who made the fire shouldtear the cold : 180 
That Heaven’s high Majesty His court should keep 
In a clay-cottage, by each bhtst^ontroU’d : 

That Glory’s self shopld ' serve our griefs and 
fears ; 

And free Eternity submit to years t 
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And further, that the Law’s eternal Giver 185 

Should bleed in His Own law’s obedience ; 

And to the circumcising knife deliver 
Himself, the forfeit of His slave’s offend. 

That the uf^dUDish’d Lamb, blessed for ever, 

Shoi^d talce the mark of sin, and pain of sense : 190 
These are the knotty riddles, whose dark doubt 
Entangles his lost thoughts, past getting out. 
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While new thoughts boiled in his enragM bfeast, 

His gloomy bosom’s darkest character 
Was in his shady forehead seen exprest. 1 95 

Tb^ forehead’s shade in Griefs expression there, 

Is What in sign of joy among the blest 
The dice’s lightning, or a smile is here. 

Those stings of care that his strong heart opprest, 
A desperate, “ Oh me ! ” drew from his deep 
breast. * 200 


XXVI 

“ Oh me ! ” (thus bellow’d he) “ Oh me ! what great 
Portents before mine eyes their powers advance^?!!! 
And serves my plirer sight only to beat 
Down my proud jthought, and leave it In a trance ? 
Frown I ; and caui^grbat Nature keep her seat, 205 
And the gay stars Idad on their golden dance ? 

Can His attempts above still prosperous be, 
Auspicious still, in spite of Hell and me? 
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** He has my Heaven (what would He more ?) whose 
bright 

And radiant sceptre this bold band should bear, 210 
And for thd* never ^fading fields of light. 

My fair inheritance, He confines me here, 

To this dark house of shades, horror, and night, 

To draw a long-lived death, where all my cheer 
Is the solemnity my sorrow wears, 215 

That mankind’s torment waits upon my tears. 


** Dark, dusky Man He needs would single forth, 

To make the partner of His Own pure ray ; 

And should we powers of Heaven, spirits of worth, . 

Bow our bright heads before a king of clay ? 220 

It shall not be, said I, and clomb the North, 

Where never wing of angel yet made way. 

What though I miss’d my blow? yet I struck 

And to dare something is soine victory. 

XXIX 

** Is He not satisfied ? means He to wrest 225 

Hell from me too, an(} sack my territories ? 

human nature, means He not t’ invest 
(O my despite 1) with His divinest glories ? 

And rising with rich spoils upon His breast, 

With His fair triumphs fill all future stories? 230 
Must the bright arms of Heaven rebuke these 
eyes? 

Mock me, and dazzle my dark mysteries ? 
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xzx 

“ Art thou not Lucifer ? he to whom the droves 
Of stars that gild the Morn; in charge were given ? 
The nimblest of the lightning-wingM lovfs? 235 
The fairest, and the ilrst-born smile of Heaven ? 
Look in what pomp the mistress planet moves 
Reverently circled t the lesser seven ; 

Such, and so rich the hames that from thine eyed 
Oppressed the common people of the skies. 240 


Ah, wretch ! w^ at^boots thee to cast back thy eyes, 
Where dawning hope no beam ol comfort shows ? 
While the rei’ection of thy ^-»repa‘-t joys, 

Renders itee double to iliy present woes ; 

Rathe make ’ to thy new miseries, 245 , 

And meet thf mischief that upon thee grows ; 
f Hell must mourn, Heaven sure shall 
sympathise ; 

hat lorce canaot effect, fraud shtll devise. 

xxxn 

And yet whose force fear 1 r have I a lost 
Myself? my s»-ength too ifrith my innocence? 

Come, try who dares, Heaven, Earth, whatever doth 
bmt 

A borrowed being, make thy bold defence ; 

Come thy Creator too ; what though it cost 
Me yet a second fall ? we*d try our strengths ; 
Heaven saw us struggle once ; as brave a ^ht 255 
Earth now should see, and tremble at the sight. 

B 
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XXXIII 

Thus spoke th’ impatient prince, and made a pause ; 
His foul hags raised their heads, and clapped their 
hands ; 

And all the powers of Hell in full applause 
Flourish’d their snakes and tossed their flaming 
brands. 260 

“ We ” (said the horrid sisters) ** wait thy laws, 

Th’ obsequious handmaids of thy high commands ; 
Be it thy part, Pleirs mighty lord, to lay * 

On us thy dread commands, ours to obey. 

XXXIV 

What thy Alecto, what these hands can do, 265 

Thou madest bold proof upon the brow of Heaven, 
Nor should’st thou bate in pride, b^ause that now, 

' To these thy sooty kingdoms thou art driven ; 

Let Heaven’s Lord chide above, louder than thou 
In language of His thunder, thou art even 270 
With Him below : here thou art lord alone, „ 
Boundless and absolute : Hefl is thine own. 

XXXV 

“ If usual wit and strength will do no good, 

Virtues of stones, nor herbs : use stronger charms, 
and love, best hooks of human blood ; 27S 

If all fail, we’ll put on our proudest arms, 

And pouring on Heaven’s fime the Sea’s huge flood, ,, 
Quench His curled fires ; we’ll wake with our alarms 
Ruin, where’er she sleeps at Nature’s feet ; 

And crush the World tilt His wide comers 
meet,” ^ 
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Replied the proud king, “ O my crown's defence I 
Stay of my strong hopes, you, of whose brave worth 
The frighted stars took faint experience, 

When 'gainst the Thunder’s mouth we mlrch^d forth : 
Still you are prodigal of your Love’s expense 285 
In our great projects, both ’gainst Heaven and 
Earth : 

I thank you all, but one must single out ; 
Cruelty, she alone shall cure my doubt.” 

XXX Yll 

Fourth of the cursM^knot of hags is she, 

Or rather all the other three in one ; 290 

Hell’s shop of slaughter she does oversee, 

And still assist the execution : 

But chiefly thcie does she delight to be, 

Where Hell's capacious cauldron is set on : 

And while the black souls boil in their own 
gore, 29s 

To hold them ijown, and look that none seethe 
o’er. 

XXXVIII 

Thrice howled the caves of Night, and thrice the 
sound. 

Thundering upon the banks of those black lakes, 
Rung through the hollow vaults of Hell profound \ 

At last her listening ears the noise o’ertakes, 300 
(She lifts her sooty lamps, and looking round, 

A general hiss from the whole tire of snakes 
Rebounding, through Hell’s inmost caverns 
came, 

In answer to her formidable name. 
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’Mongst all the palaces in Hell’s command, 305 
No one so merciless as this of hers. 

The adamantine doors for ever stand 
Impenetnfcble both to prayexs and tears ; 

The walls’ inexorable steel no hand 
Of Time, or teeth of hungry Ruin fears. 3 10 

Their ugly ornaments are the bloody stains 
Of ragged limbs, torn skulls, and dashcd-out 
brains. 

XL ^ 

There has the purple Vengeance a pioud seat, 

Whose ever-brandish’d sword is sheathed in blood ; 

About her Hate, Wrath, War, an<J 61 aughtersweat, 315 
Bathing their hot limbs in life’s precious Hood. 

There rude impetuous Rage does storm and fret : 

And there, as master of this murdering brood, 
Swinging a huge scythe, stands impartial Death, 
With endless business almost out of breath. 320 

XLI 

For hangings and for curtains, al] along 
The walls (abominable ornaments !) 

Are tools of wrath, anvils of torments hung ; 

Kell executioners of foul intents, 

Nails, hammers, hatchets sharp, and halters strong, 325 
Swords, spears, with all the hital instruments 
Of Sin and Death, twice dipped in the dire stains 
Of brothers’ mutual blood, and fathers’ brains. 

XUI 

The tables furnished with a eurs^ feast, 

Which Harpies with lean Famine feed upon, 330 

Unfilled for ever. Here among the rest, 

Inhuman Erisichthon, too, makes one ; 
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Tantalus, Atreus, Progne, here are guests ; 

Wolfish Lycaon here a place hath won. 

The cup they drink in is Medusa’s skull, 335 
Which, mixed with ga 41 and blood, they quaff 
brim full. 

XLIII 

The foul queen’s most abhorred maids of honour, 
Medsea, Jezebel, many a meagre witch, 

With Circe, Scylla, stand to wait upon her ; 

But her best housewives are the .Parcse, which 340 
Still ifork for her, and have their wages from her ; 
They prick a bleeding heart at every stitch. 

Her cruel clothes of costly threads they weave, 
Which short-(fttt lives of murdered infants leave. 

XLIV 

The house is hearsed about with a black wood, 345 
Which nods with many a heavy-headed tree : 

Each flower ’’s a pregnant poison, tried and good : 

Each herb a plague : the wind’s sighs tim^d be 
By a black fount, which weeps into a flood. 

Through the thiok^des obscurely might you see 350 
Minotaurs, Cyclopses, with a dark drove 
Of Dragons, Hydras, Sphinxes, fill the grove. 

XLV 

Here Diomed’s horses, Phereus’ dogs appear, 

With the fierce lions of Therodamas ; ♦ ^ 

Busit^ has his bloody altar here, 355 

Here Sylla his severest prison has ; 

The Lestrigonians here their table rear ; 

Here strong Procrustes plants his bed of brass ; 
Here cruel Scyron boasts his bloody rocks, 

And hateful Schinis his so feared oaks. 360 
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XLVI 

Whatever schemes of blood, fantastic frames 
Of death Mezentius, or Geryon drew ; 

Phalaris, Ochus, Ezelinus, names 
Mighty in^ischief, with dread Nero too ; 

Here are tliry all, here all the swords or dames 3 «S 
Assyrian tyrants or Egyptian knew. 

Such was the house, so furnished was the haUi 
Whence the fourth Fury answered Pluto’s call. 

XLVII 

Scarce to this monster could the shady king 
The horrid sum of his intentions tell ; 370 

But she (swift as the momentaiy ^ing 

Of lightning, or the words he spoke) left Hell. 

She rose, and with her to our World did bring 
Pale proof of her fell presence ; th' air too well 
Witbachunged countenance witnevsedthesight 375 
And poor fowls intercepted in theii dight. 

XLVni 

Heaven saw her rise, and saw Hell in the sight, 

The fields* fair eyes saw her, anti saw no more, 

But shut their fiowery lids ; for ever Night 
And Winter strow her way ; yea, such a sore 380 
Is she to Nature, that a general fright, 

An universal palsy spreading o’er 
JThe face of things, from her dire eyes had run, 
Had not her thick snakes hid them from the sun. 

XLIX 

Now had the Night’s companion from her den, 385 
Where all the busy day she clase doth liei 
With her soft wing wiped from the brows of men 
' Day’s sweat, and by a gentle tyranny, 
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And sweet oppression, kindly cheating them 
Of all their cares, tamed the rebellious eye 390 
Of Sorrow, with a soft and downy hand, 

Sealing all breasts in or Lethean band. 

T. 

When the Erinnys her black pinions spread. 

And came to Bethlehem, where the ciuel king 

Had now retired himself, and borrowed 395 

TIis breast awhile from Care’s unquiet sting ; 

Such ^ at Thebes’ dire feast she showed her head, 
Her sulphur-breathcd torches brandishing : 

Such to the frighted palace now she comes, 

And with soft |pet searches the silent rooms. 400 

Ll 

By Herod— — now was l)ornc 
The sceptre, which of old great David swayed ; 

Whose right by David’s lineage so long worn, 

Himself a stranger to, his own had made ; 

And from the head of Judah's house quite torn 405 
The crown, for which upon their necks he kiid 
A sad yoke, under which they sighed in vain, 
And looking on their lost state sighed again. 

LIX 

Up through the spacious palace passM she 
To where the king’s proudly reposM head *4.0 

(If any can be soft to Tyranny 
And self-tormenting sin) had a soft bed. 

She thinks not fit such he her face should see, 

As it is seen by Hell, and seen with dread : 

To change her face’s style she doth devise, 41$ 
And in a pale ghost’s shape to spare his eyes. 
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Herself a Trhile she lays aside, and makes 
Ready to personate a mortal part. 

Joseph, the king’s dead brother’s shape, she takes; 

What he by nature was, is she by art, 420 

She comes to th’ king, and with her cold hand slakes 
His spirits, the sparks of life, and chills his heart, 
Life’s forge; feigned is her voice, and tsAse 
too be 

Her words : ** Sleep’st thou, fond man? sleep’st 
thou?” said she. 


LIV 

** So sleeps a pilot whose poor bark is prest 425 
With many a merciless o’ermastering wave ; 

For whom (as dead) the wrathful winds contest, 
Which of them deep’st shall dig her watery grave* 
Why dost thou let thy brave soul lie supprest 
In death-like slumbers, while thy dangers crave 430 
A waking eye and hand? look up and see 
The Fates ripe in their great conspiracy. 

LV 

“ Know’st thou not how of th’ Hebrew’s ro)raI stem 
^ (That old diy stock) a despaired branch is sprung* 
A most strange Babe ! who here concealed by them 435 
In a neglected stable lies, among 
Beasts and base straw : already is the stream 
Quite turn’d : th’ ingrateful rebels this their young 
Master (with voice free as the trump hf Fame) 
Their new King and thy Successor proclaim, 440 
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LVI 

** What busy motions, what wild engines stand 
On tiptoe in their giddy brains ! they’ve fire 
Already in their bosoms ; jand their band 
Already reaches at a sword : tliey hire , 

Poisons to speed thee ; yet through all the Land 445 
What one comes to reveal what they conspire ? 

Go now, make much of these; wage still their 
wars, 

And bring home on thy breast more thankless 
sd&rs< 


LVIl 

** Why did I spend try life, and spill my blood, 

That thy firm hand for ever might sustain 450 

A well-poised sceptre ? Does it now seem good 
Thy brother’s blood be spilt, life spent in vain ? 

^Gainst thy own sons and brotliers thou hast stood 
In arms, when lesser cause was to complain : 

And now cross Fates a watch about thee keep, 455 
Canst thou be careless now? now canst thou 
sleep? 

LVIII 

‘‘Where art .thou, man? what cowardly mistake 
Of thy great self hath stolen king Herod from 
thee? 

O, call thyself home to thyself ; wake, wake, 

And fence the hanging sword Heaven throws upon 
thee : 460 

Kedeem a worthy wrath, rouse thee, and shake 
Thyself into a shape that may become thee. 

Be Herod, and thou shalt not miss from me 
Immortal stings to thy great thoughts, and thee.*’ 
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So said, her richest snake, which to her wrist 465 
For a beseeming bracelet she had tied 
(A special worm it was as ever kissed 
The fosfiny lips of Cerberus), she applied 
To the king’s heart ; the snake no sooner hissed 
But Virtue heard it, and away she hied. 470 

Dire flames diffuse themselves through every 
vein ; 

This done, home to her Hell she hied ffjnaain. 

LX 

He wakes, and with him (ne*e»^to sleep) new fears: 

His sweat-bedewed bed hath now betrayed him 
To a vast field of thorns ; ten thousand spears 475 
All pointed in his heart seemed to invade him : 

So mighty were th’ amazing characters 
With which his feeling dream had thus dismayed 
him, 

He his own fancy-framed foes defies : 

In rage, “ My arms, give me ftiy arms,” he cries. 4^ 

LXI 

As when a pile of food-preparing fire 
The breath of artificial lungs embraves, 

The cauldron-prisoned waters straight conspire, 

And beat the hot brass with rebellious waves $ 

He murmurs, and rebukes their bold desire \ 485 

Th’ impatient liquor frets, and foams, and raves, 
Till his overflowing pride suppress the flame, > 
Whence all his high sj^its and hot courage 
came : 
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LXII 

So boils the fithd Herod’s blood-swollen breast, 

Not to be slaked but by a sea of blood. 490 

His faithless crown he feels loose on his crAt, 

Which on false tyrant’s head ne’er firmly stood. 

The worm of jealous envy and unrest, 

To which his gnawed heart is the growing food, 
Makes him impatient of the lingering light, 495 
Hat^the sweet peace of all-composing Night. 

LXlll 

A thousand propheciel, that talk strange tHings, 

Had sown of old these doubts in his deep breast ; 
And now of late came tributary kings, 

Bringinghim nothing but new fears from th’ East ; 500 
More deep suspicions, and more deadly stings. 

With which his feverous cares their cold increased ; 
And now his dream (Hell’s firebrand), still 
more bright. 

Showed him his %ars, and killed liim vdth the 
sight. 

LX IV 

No sooner therefore shall the Morning see 505 

(Night hangs yet heavy on the lids of Day), 

But all his counsellors must summoned be 
To meet their troubled lord : without delay 
Heralds and messengers immediately 
Are sent about, who posting every way 510 

To th’ heads and officers of every band, 

Declare who sends, and what is his command. 
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Why art thou troubled, Herod ? what vain fear 
Thy blood-revolving breast to rage doth move ? 
Heaven’^, King, Who dofTs Himself weak flesh to 
wear, 515 

Comes not to rule in wrath, but serve in love : 

Nor would He this thy feared crown from thee tear, 
But give thee a better with Himself above* 

Poor jealousy ! why should He wish to prey 
Upon thy crown, Who gives His own^way ? 520 


LXVI 

Make to thy reason, man, an^ mock thy doubts $ 
Look how below thy fears their causes are ; 

Thou art a soldier, Herod ; send thy scouts, 

See how He’s furnished for so feared a war. 

What armour does He wear ? a few thin clouts. 525 
His trumpets ? tender cries. His men, to dare 
So much? rude shepherds. What His steeds? 

alas ! ^ 

Poor beasts ! a slow ox and a simple ass. 


IL PINE DEL FBXMO LlBRp— **THE END OF THE 
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THE TEAR 

I 

What bright soft thing is this. 

Sweet Mary, thy fair eyes’ expense ? 

A moist spark it is, 

A watery diamond ; from whence 
The very term, I think, was found, 5 

The urater of a diamond. 

II 

O, ’tis not a tear, 

’Tis a star aboifli: to drop 
From thine eye, its sphere ; 

The Sun will stoop and take it up. 10 

Proud will his sister be to wear 
This thine eye’s jewel in her ear. 

Ill 

O, ’tis a tear. 

Too true a teaa; for no sad eyne, 

How sad soe’er, 15 

Rain so true a tear as thine ; 

Eadi drop, leaving a place so dear. 

Weeps for itself, is its own tear. 

IV 

Such a pearl as this is, 

(Slipp’d from Aurora’s dewy breast) 20 

The rose-bud’s sweet lip kisses ; 

And such the rose itself, when vex’d 
With ungentle flames, does shed. 

Sweating in too warm a bed. 
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Sach the maiden gem 25 

By the wanton Spring put on, 

Peep^ from her parent stem, 

And blushes on the wat’ry Sun : 

This wat’ry blossom of thy eyne, 

Ripe, will make the richer wine. 30 

VI 

Fair drop, why quak’st thou so ? 

’Cause thou straight must lay thy head 
In the dust ? O no j 
The dust shall never be thy bed : 

A pillow for thee will 1 bring, 35 

Stuffed with down of angel’s wing. 


Thus carried up on high, 

(For to Heaven thou must go) 

Sweetly shalt thou lie, 

And in soft slumbers bathe thy woe ; 40 

Till the singing orbs awake thee, 

And one of their bright chorus make thee. 

VIII 

There thyself shalt be 
An eye, but not a weeping one ; 

Yet 1 doubt of thee, 45 

Whether th’ had’st rather there have shone 
An eye of Heaven ;] or still shine here 
In th’ Heaven of Mary’s eye, a tkar. 
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UPON EASTER DAY 


Rise^ Heir of fresh Eternity^ 

From thy virgin tomb ! 

Rise, mighty Man of wonders, and Thy World with 
Thee, 

Thy toi^ the universal East, 

Nature’s new womb, 5 

Thy tomb, fair Immortality’s perfumed nest. 


11 

Of all the glones make Noon gaN, 

This IS the Mom ; 

This Rock buds forth the fountain of the streams 
of Day ; 

• 4 n Joy’s white annalg lives this hour 10 

When Life was born ; 

No cloud scowl on His radiant lids, no tempest 
lour. 


Ill 

Life, by this Light’s nativity. 

All creatures have ; 

Death only by this Day’s Just doom is forced to die, 15 
Nor is Death forced ; for may he lie 
Throned in Thy grave. 

Death will on this condition be content to die. 



32 


STEPS TO THE TEMPLE 


PSALM XXIII. 

Happy me ! O happy sheep ! 

Wiiom my God vouchsafes to keep ; 

Even my God, even He it is 

That points me to these ways of bliss ; 

On Whose pastures cheerful Spring 5 

All the year doth sit and sing, 

And rejoicing, smiles to see 
Their green backs wear His livery ; 

Pleasure sings my soul to rest, 

Plenty wears me at her breast, lO 

Whose sweet temper teaches me 
Nor wanton, nor in want to be. 

At my feet the blubbering mountain 
Weeping, melts into a fountain. 

Whose soft, silver-sweating streams 15 

Make high-noon forget his beams : 

When my wayward breath is flying, 

He calls home my soul ^om dying, 

Strokes and tames my rabid grief. 

And does woo me into life : 20 

When my simple weakness strays, 

(Tangled in forbidden ways) 

He (my Shepherd) is my guide. 

He’s before me, on my side. 

And behind me ; He beguiles 25 

Craft in all her knotty wiles : 

He expounds the giddy wonder 
Of my weary steps, and under 
Spreads a path as clear as day, 

Where no cburltih mb says nay 


30 



PSALM XXIII 


33 


To my joy-conducted feet. 

Whilst they gladly go to meet 
Grace and Peace, to meet new lays 
Tuned to my great Shepherd’s praise. 

Come now, all ye terrors, sally, 35 

Muster forth into the valley. 

Where triumph darkness hovers 
With a sable wing, that covers 
Brooding horror. Come, thou Death, 

Let the damps of thy dull breath 40 

Overshadow even the shade. 

And make Darkness’ self afraid ; 

There my feet, even there, shall find 
Way for a resolved mind. 

Still my Shepherd, still my God 4$ 

Thou art with me ; still Thy rod. 

And Thy staff, whose influence 
Gives direction, gives defence. 

At the whisper of Thy word 
Crown’d abundance spreads my board : 50 

While I feast, my foes do feed 
Their rank malice, not their need ; 

So that with the self-same bread 
They are starved, and I am fed. 

How my head in ointment swims ! 55 

How my cup o’erlooks her brims ! 

So, even so, still may I move 
By the line of Thy dear love ; 

Still may Thy sweet mercy spread 
A shady arm above my head, 60 

About my paths ; so shall I find 
The fair centre of my mind. 

Thy temple, and those lovely walls 
Bright ever with a beam that falls 
C 
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P resh from th* pure glanoe of Thine eye, 65 
Lighting to Eternity. 

There TU dwell for ever, there 
Will I find a purer air. 

To ^eed my life with ; there I’ll sup 
Balm and nectar in my cup ; 70 

And thence my ripe soul will I breathe 
Warm into the arms of Death. 


PSALM CXXXVII 

On the’proud banks of great Euphrates’ 6ood, 

There we sate, and there we wept : 

Our harps, that now no music understood, 

Nodding, on the willows slept : 

While unhappy captived we, S 

Lovely Sion, though on thee. 

They, they that snatch’d us from our country’s breast 
Would have a song carved to their ears 
In Hebrew numbers, then (O cruel jest ! ) 

When harps and hearts were drown’d in tears : 10 

Come, they cried, come sing and play 
One of Sion’s songs to-day. 

Sing ? play ? to whom (ah !) shall we sing or play, 

If not, Jerusalem, to thee? 

Ah ! thee Jerusalem ! ah ! sooner may 15 

This hand forget the mastery 
Of Music’s dainty touch, than I 
The music of thy memory. 
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Which, when I lose, O may at once my tongue 
Lose this same busy-speaking art, 20 

Unperched^ her vocal arteries unstrung, 

No more acquainted with my heart, 

On my dry palate’s roof to rest 
A withered leaf, an idle guest. 

No, no, thy good, Sion, alone must crown 25 

The head of all my hope-nursed joys. 

Hut Edom, cruel thou ! thou criedst down, down 
Sink Sion, down and never rise ; 

Her tilling thou didst urge and thrust, 

And haste to dash her into dust ; 30 

Dost laugh, proud Babel's daughter ? do, laugh on. 
Till thy ruin teach thee tears, 

Even such as these ; laugh, till a Venging throng 
Of woes too late do rouse thy fears : 

Laugh till thy children’s bleeding bones 35 
Weep precious tears upon the stones. 


% ON A TREATISE OF CHARITY 

Rise, then, immortal maid ! Religion, rise ! 

Put on thyself in thine own looks ; t’ our eyes 
Be what thy beauties, not our blots, have made thee, 
Such as (ere our dark sins to dust betray’d thee) 
Heaven set thee down new-dress’d ; when thy bright 
birth 5 

Shot thee like lightning to th’ astonished earth. 

From th’ dawn of thy fair eyelids wipe away 
Dull mists and melancholy clouds : take Day 
And thine own beams about thee : bring the best 
Of whatsoe’er perfumed thy Eastern nest. 


10 



ST£PS TO THE TEMPLE 


36 

Girt all thy glories to thee : the^' sit down, 

Open this book, fair Queen, and take thy crown. 
These learnt leaves shall vindicate to thee 
Thy holiest, humblest handmaid, Charity. 

She’ll dresL thee like thyself, set thee on high 15 
Where thou shalt reach all hearts, command each eye. 
Lo I where I see thy ofTrings wake, and rise 
From the pale dust of that strange sacrifice 
Which they themselves were ; each one putting on 
A majesty that may beseem thy throne. 20 

The holy youth of Pleaven, whose golden rii%s 
Girt round thy awful altars, with bright wings 
Fanning thy fair locks (which the World believes 
As much as sees) shall with the& sacred leaves 
Trick their tall plumes, and in that garb shall go 25 
If not more glorious, more conspicuous though. 

Be it enacted then 

By the fair laws of thy firm-pointed pen, 

God’s services no longer shall put on 
A sluttishness for pure religion : 30 

No longer shall our Churches’ frighted stones ^ , 

Lie scatter’d like the burnt and martyr’d bones 
Of dead Devotion ; nor faint marbles weep 
In their sad ruins ; nor Religion keep 
A melancholy mansion in those cold 35 

Urns. Like God’s sanctuaries they look’d of old : 
Now seem they Temples consecrate to none, 

Or to a new god. Desolation. 

No more the hypocrite shall th’ upright be 
Because he’s stiff, and will confess no knee : 4a 

While others bend their knee, no more shalt thou, 
(Disdainful dust and ashes !) bend thy brow ; 

Nor on Clod’s altar cast two scorching eyes 
Baked in hot scorn, for a burnt sacrifice ; 
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Bat (for a lamb) thy liame and tender heart 45 

New struck by Love, still trembling on his dart ; 

Or (for two turtle-doves) it shall suffice 
To bring a pair of meek and- humble eyes. 

This shall from henceforth be the masculixw theme 
Pulpits and pens shall sweat in ; to redeem 50 

Virtue to action, that life-feeding flame 
That keeps Religion warm : not swell a name 
Of f'aith ; a mountain-word, made up of air, 

With those dear spoils that wont to dress the fair 
And frufrul Charity’s full breasts (of old), 55 

Taming her out to tremble in the cold. 

What can the poor hope from us, when we be 
Uncharitable even to Charity? 

Nor shall our zealous ones still have a fling 
At that most horrible and hornM thing, 60 

Forsooth the Pope ; by which black name they call 
The Turk, the devil. Furies, If ell and all. 

And something more. O he is anti-Christ : 

Doubt this, and doubt (say they) that Christ is 
^ Christ : 

Why, ’tis a point of Faith. Whate’er it be, 65 

I’m sure it is no point of Charity. 

In sum, no longer shall our people hope, 

To be a true Protestant’s but to hate the Pope. 



38 


STEPS TO THE TEMPLE 


ON MR GEORGE HERBERT’S BOOK 
ENTITLED “THE TEMPLE OF 
SACRED POEMS” 

Sent to a Gentlewoman 

Know you, fair, on what you look ? 

Divinest love lies in this book : 

Expecting fire from your eyes, 

To kindle this his sacrifice. 

When your hands untie these strings, 5 

Think you’ve an angel by the wings ; 

One that gladly will be nigh, 

To wait upon each morning sigh ; 

To flutter in the balmy air, 

Of your well-perfumM prayer. lO 

These white plumes of his he’ll lend you, 

Which every day to Heaven will send you : 

To take acquaintance of the sphere, 

And all the smooth-faced kindred there. 

And though Herbert’s name do owe 15 
These devotions ; fairest, know 
That while I lay them on the shrine 
Of your white hand, they are mine. 
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“ Two went up into tHt Temple to Pray^^ 

Two went to pray ! O, rather say 
One went to brag, ih’ other to pray ; 

One stands up close and treads on high, 

Where th* other dares not send his eye. 

One nearer to God’s altar trod, 5 

T^e other to the altar’s God. 


Give to Casar — and to 6^0^/— [Mark xii, 17] 

All we have is God’s, and yet 
Caesar challenges a debt ; 

Nor hath God a thinner share, 

Whatever Caesar’s payments are. 

All is God’s ; and yet *tis true 5 

All we have is Caesar’s too. 

All is Caesar’s : and what odds, 

So long as^Cajsar’s self is God’s ? 

On the Blessed Virgin's Bashfulness 

That on her lap she casts her humble eye, 

’Tis the sweet pride of her humility. 

The fair star is well fix’d, for where, O, where, 

Could she have fix’d it on a fairer sphere ? 

’Tis Heaven, ’tis Heaven she sees, Heaven’s God 
there lies ; 

She can see Heaven, and ne’er lift up her eyes. 

This new guest to her eyes new laws hath given : 
’Twas once look up, ’tis now look down to Heaven. 


5 
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It is better to go into heaven with one eye,'* etc, 
[Mark ix» 47] 

One eye ? a thousand rather, and a thousand more, 
To fix those full-faced glories ! O, he*s poor 
Of eyes that has but Argus* store ! 

Yet, if thou’lt fill one poor eye with Thy Heaven and 
Thee, 

O grant, sweet Goodness, that one eye may be 5 
And all every whit of me. 

On the Water of our Lord's Baptism 
Each blest drop on each blest limb 
Is washed itself in washing Him : 

*Tis a gem while it stays here ; 

While it fiiUs hence ’tis a tear. 

“ But now they have seen and hated" [John xv, 24] 
Seen ? and yet hated Thee ? they did not see, 

They saw Thee not, that saw and hated Thee : 

No, no, they saw Thee not, O Life, O Love, 

Who saw aught in Thee that theil hate could move ! 

Our B[lessedl Lord in His Circumcision to His Father 
To Thee these first-fruits of My growing death, 

(For what else is My life?) lo ! I bequeath. 

Taste this, and as Thou lik’st this lesser flood 
Expect a sea ; My heart shall make it good. 

Thy wrath that wades here now, ere long shall 
swim, 5 

The flood-gate shall be set wide ope for Him. 

Then let Him drink, and drink, and do His worst, 

To drown the wantonness of His wild thirst. 
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Now's but the nonage of My pains, My fears 

Are yet but in their hopes, not come to years. ro 

The day of My dark woe is yet but morn, 

My tears but tender, and My death new-born. 

Yet may these unfledged griefs give fate sofie guess, 
These cradle-torments have their towardness. 

These purple buds of blooming death may be 15 
Erst the full stature of a fatal tree. 

And till My riper woes to age are come, 

This knife may be the spear's prctludium, 

“ And He answered them nothing^' 

[Matt, xxvii, 12] 

O Mighty Nothitig I unto thee, 

Nothing, we owe all things that be ; 

God spake once when He all things made. 

He saved all when He Nothing said. 

The world was made of Notliing then ; 5 

'Tis made by Nothing now again. 

^ Upon the Ass that bore our Saviour 

Hath only Anger an omnipotence 

In eloquence ? 

Within the lips of Love and Joy doth dwell 
No miracle? 

Why else had Balaam's ass a tongue to chide 5 

His master’s pride. 

And thou (Heaven-burthen’d beast) hast ne'er a word 
To praise thy Lord ? 

That he should find a tongue and vocal thunder; 

Was a great wonder ; 10 

But O) methinks, 'tis a far greater one 

That thou find'st none. 
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'*/ am not worthy that Thou shouldest come under 
my roo/^* [Matt. \iii, 8] 

Thy God was making haste into thy roof, 

Thy humble faith and fear keeps Him aloof : 

He*Il be thy guest, because He may not be ; 

He*n come into thy house ? No, into thee. 

To our Lord, upon the Water made Wine 
Thou water turn*st to wine (fair friend of life) ; 

Thy foe, to cross the sweet acts of Thy fhign, 
Distils from thence the tears of wrath and strife, 
And so turns wine to water back again. 

1 

The Blind cured by the Word of our Saviour 
[Matt, ix] 

Thou speak’st the woid (Thy word’s a law) 

Thou spak’st, and straight the blind man saw. 

To speak and make the blind man see, 

“ Was never man, Lord, spake like Thee.” 

To speak thus, was to speak ^say I) ^ 

Not to his ear, but to his eye. 

On the Miracle of Loaves 

Now, Lord, or never, they’ll believe on Thee ; 
Thou to their teeth hast proved Thy Deity. 

On the Miracle of Multiplied Loams 

See here an ea^ feast that knows no wound, 

That under Hanger’s teeth will needs be found : 

A subtle harvest of unbounded bread ; 

What would ye more ? Here food itself is fed. 
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The Widmxls Mites [Luke xxi, 2, 3] 

Two mites, two drops (yet all her house and land) 
Falls from a steady heart, though trembling hand : 
The other’s wanton wealth foams high ana brave. 
The other cast away ; she only gave. 


Neither durst any man from that day ask Him any 
• more questions [Matt, xxii, 46] 

’Midst all the dark and knotty snares. 

Black wit or malice can or dares, 

Thy glorious wi^om breaks the nets, " 

And treads with uncontrollM steps. 

Thy quell’d foes are not only now 5 

Thy triumphs, but Thy trophies too : 

They both at once Thy conquests be, 

And Thy conquests’ memory. 

Stony amazement makes them stand 
Waiting on Thy victorious hand, 10 

Like statues fixed to the fame 
Of Thy renown, and their own shame : 

As if they only meant to breathe. 

To be the life of their own death. 

’Twas time to hold their peace when they 15 
Had ne’er another word to say ; 

Yet is their silence, unto Thee, 

The full sound of Thy victory : 

Their silence speaks aloud, and is 
Thy well pronounc’d panegyris, 20 

While they speak nothing, they speak all 
Their idiare in Thy memorial. 
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While they speak nothing, they proclaim 
Thee with the shrillest trump of Fame. 

To hold their peace is all the ways 25 

These wretches have to speak Thy praise. 


“ Why are ye afraid^ O ye of little faith ” 

[Mark iv, 40] 

As if the storm meant Him ; 

Or ’cause Heaven’s face is dim, 

His needs a cloud. 

Was ever froward wind 
That could be so unkind, 5 

Or wave so proud ? 

The wind had need be angry, and the water black, 
That to the mighty Neptune’s self dare threaten 
wrack. 

There is no storm but this 
Of your own cowardice 10 

That braves you out ; 

You are the storm that mocks 
Yourselves ; you are the rocks 
Of your own doubt : 

Besides this fear of danger, there’s no danger here; 15 
And he that here fears danger, does deserve his fear. 

the Prodigal [Luke xv] 

Tell me, bright boy, tell mei my golden lad, 
Whither away so frolic ? why so glad ? 

What all thy wealth in council ? all thy state ? 
Are husks so dear? troth, ’tis a mighty rate. 
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Dives asking a Drop [Luke xvi, 24] 

A drop, one drop, how sweetly one fair drop 
Would tremble on my pearl-tipped finger’s top I 
My wealth is gone ; O ! go*it where it will, 

Spare this one jewel ; Fll be Dives still. • 

Upon Lazarus^ s Tears 

Rich Lazarus ! richer in those gems, thy tears, 

Than Dives in the robes be wears : 

He scorns them now, but O ! they’ll suit full well 
With th’ purple he must wear in Hell. 

On St, Peter casting away his Nets at ottr 
S^viouf^s call 

Thou hast the art on *t, Peter, and canst tell 
To cast thy nets on all occasions well. 

When Christ calls, and thy nets would have thee slay^ 
To cast them well’s to cast them quite away. 

Upon the dumb devil cast out^ and the slanderous 
Jews put to silence [Luke xi, 14] 

•Two devils at one blqw Thou hast laid flat, 

A speaking devil this, a dumb one that ; 

Was’t Thy full victory’s fairer increase. 

That th’ one spake, or that ih’ other held his peace ? 

The dumb healed^ and the people enjoined silence 
[Mark vii, 31-37] 

Christ bids the dumb tongue speak ; it speaks ; the 
sound 

He charges to be quiet ; it runs round ; 

If in the first He used His finger’s touch, 

His hand’s whole strength here could not be too 
much. 
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She began to wash His feet with tears, and 
wipe them with the hairs of her head** [Luke 
vii, 38] 

Her eye?’ flood licks His feet’s fair stain, 

Her hair’s flame licks up that a^in ; 

This flame thus quench’d hath brighter beams : 

This flood thus stainM fairer streams. 

** And a certain priest coming that way looked on 
him, and passed by** [Luke x, 31] 

Why dost thou wound my wounds, O thou that 
passest by, 

Handling and turning them with an unwounded eye ? 
The calm that cools thine eye does shipwreck mine, 
for O, 

Unmoved to see one wretched, is to make him so. 

“ Verily / say unto you, ye shall weep and lament*' 
[John xvi, 20] 

Welcome, my grief, my joy ; how dear’s 
To me my legacy of tears ! 

I’ll weep, and weep, and will therefore 
Weep, ’cause I can weep no more ; 

Thou, Thou (dear Lord) even Thou alone 5 
Giv’st joy, even when Thou givest none. 

Blessed be the paps which Thou hast sucked** 
[Luke xi] 

Suppose He had been tabled at thy teats, 

Thy hunger feels not what He eats ; 

He’ll have His teat ere long, a bloody one, 

The mother then must suck the son. 
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“ Ye build the sepulchres of the prophets ” 
[Matt, xxiii, 29] 

Thou trimmest a Prophet’s tomb, and dost bequeath 
The life thou took’st from him unto his death. 

Vain man ! the stones that on his tomb do lie, 

Keep but the score of them that made him die. 

Upon Our Lords last comfortable discourse with 
Ills disciples [John xv] 

All Hybla’s honey, all that sweetness can 
Flou^ in Thy song (O fair, O dying Swan !) 

Yet is the joy I take in *t small or none ; 

It is too sweet to be a long-lived one. 

• 

“/ am the Door^ 

And now thou’rt set wide ope, the spear’s sad art, 

Lo ! hath unlock’d Thee at the very heart : 

He to himself (I fear the worst) 

And his own hope 

Hath shut these doors of Heaven, that durst 5 

Thus set them ope. 

“ But men loved darkness rather than lighP"* 
[Johniii, 19] 

The world’s Light shines ; shine as it will, 

The world will love its darkness still. 

I doubt though, when the world’s in hell, 

It will not love its darkness half so well. 

To Pontius washing his Hands 
Thy hands are washed, but O, the water’s spilt. 
That laboured to have washed thy guilt : 

The flood, if any be that can suffice, 

Must have its fountain in thine eyes. 
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To Pontius [Pitaie] washing his Blood-stained Hands 
’s murder no sin ? or a sin so cheap, 

That thou didst heap 

A rape upon ’t ? Till thy adult’rous touch 

Taught^ her these sullied cheeks, this blubber’d 
face, 

She was a nymph, the meadows knew none such, 5 
Of honest parentage, of unstain’d race ; 

The daughter of a fair and well*£imcd fountain. 

As ever silver-tipp’d the side of shady mountain. 

See how she weeps, and weeps, that she appears 

Nothing but tears ; 10 

Each drop’s a tear that weeps frr her own waste. 

Hark how at every touch she does complain her ! 
Hark how she bids her frighted drops make haste, 

And with sad murmurs chides the hands that stain 
her ! 

Leave, leave, for shame, or else, good judge, decree 15 
What water shall wash this, when this hath washed 
thee. 

On the still Surviving Marks of our Saviour^ s 
Wounds 

Whatever story of their cruelty 

Or nail, or thorn, or spear have writ in Thee, 

Are in another sense 
Still legible ; 

Sweet is the difference : 5 

Once 1 did spell 
Every red letter 
A wound of Thine ; 

Now, what is better, 

Balsam for mine. 10 
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On the Wounds of our Crucified Lord 

O these wakeful wounds of Thine ! 

Are they mouths ? or are they eyes ? 

Be they mouths, or be they eyne, 

Each bleeding part some one supplies. 

Lo ! a mouth, whose fiill-bloom’d lips 5 

At too dear a rate are roses. 

Lo ! a blood -shot eye that weeps. 

And many a cruel tear discloses. 

O thou, that on this foot hast laid 

Many a kiss, and many a tear ; lo 

Now thou shalt have all repaid. 

Whatsoe’er thy charges were. 

This foot hath got a mouth and lips, 

To pay the sweet sum of thy kisses ; 

To pay thy tears, an eye that weeps, 15 

Instead of tears, such gems as this is. 

Tlie difference only this appears, 

(Nor can the dhange offend) 

The debt is paid in ruby tears, 

Which thou in pearls didst lend. 20 

see the place where the Lord lay” 
[Matt, xxviii, 6] 

Shonypae Himself, Himself (bright Sir), O show 
WhfcM way my poor tears to Himself may go ; 
Were it enough to show the place, and say, 

Look, Mary, here, see where thy Lord once lay, 
Then could I shew these arms of mine, and say, 5 
Look, Mary, here, sec where thy Lord once lay. 

D 
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TAe sick implore St PetePs shadow (Acts v) 
Under, thy shadow may I lurk awhile, 

Death’s busy search I’ll easily beguile ; 

Thy shadow, Peter, must show me the Sun, 

My Wight’s thy shadow’s shadow, or ’tis done. 

On St Peter cutting off" Malchus^ ear 
Well, Peter, dost thou wield thy active sword ; 

Well for thyself (I mean), not for thy Lord. 

To strike at ears, is to take heed there be 
No witness, Peter, of thy perjury. 

On the baptized Ethiopian [Acts viii, 27*38] 

Let it no longer be a forlor^H hope 

To wash an Ethiop ; 

He’s wash’d ; his gloomy skin a peaceful shade 
For his white soul is made ; 

And now, I doubt not, the Eternal Dove 5 

A black'faced house will love. 

“/ tfw ready not only to be bounds but to dfo” 
[Acts xxi, 1 3] 

Come death, come bands, nor do you shrink, my ears, 
At those hard words man’s cowardice calls fears. 

Save those of fear, no other bands fear 1 ; 

No other fear than this — the fear to die. 

To the Infant Martyrs 
Go, smiling souls, your new-built cages 
In Heaven you’ll learn to sing ere here to stieak : 
Nor let the milky fonts, that bathe your thirst, 

Be your delay; 

The place that calls you hence is, at the worst, 5 
Milk all the way. 
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Upon the Infant Martyrs 
To see both blended in one floods 
The mothers’ milk, t^e children’s blood, 
Makes me doubt if Heaven will gamier 
Roses hence, or lilies rather. 

Samson to his Delilah 
Could not once blinding me, cruel, suflice ? 
Whei^ first 1 look’d on thee I lost mine eyes. 

Upon the Powder Day 
How fit our wel^rank’d feasts do follow, 
All mischief comes after Alb Hallow. 
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CARMEN DEO NOSTRO 

I. CRASHAWE 

THE ANAGRAM, “ HE WAS CAE ” 

Was Car then Crashce^e ; or was Crashawe Car, 
Since both within one name combined are P " 

VeSf Car^s Crashawe^ he Car ; 'iis love alone 
Which melts two hearts ^ of both composing one* 

So Crashawds still the same — so much desired 5 

By strongest wits, so honoured, so admired; 

Car was but he that entered as a friend. 

With whom he shared his thoughts, and did commend 
\While yet he lived) t^is work ; they loved each other: 
Sweet Crashawe was his friend; he Crashawds 

brother, lo 

So Car hath title then ; ^twas his intent 
That what his riches penrid, poor Car should print ; 
Nor fears he check, praising that happy one 
Who was beloved by all, dispraised by none. 

To wit, being pleased with all things, he pleased all; i $ 
Nor would he give, nor take offence ; befall 
What might, he would possess himself, and live 
As dead {devoid of inf rest) f all might give 
Dis-ease f his weWcomposld mind, forestalVd 
With heavenly riches, which had wholly calfd 20 

S5 
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His thoughts from earthy to live above in th^ air, 

A very bird of Paradise, No care 

Had he of earthly trash. What might suffice 

To fit his soul to heavenly exercise 

Sufficed hi^; and^ may we guess his heart 25 

By what his lips bring forth, his only part 

Is God and godly thoughts, I .eaves doubt to none 

But that to whom one God is all; alls one. 

What he might eat or wear he took no thought ; 

His needful food he rather found than sought, 30 
He seeks no downs, no sheets, his beds still ^ade ; 

Ip he can find a chair or stool, he's laid; 

When Day peeps in, he quits his restless rest, 

And still, poor soul, before he's iip he's drest. 

Thus dying did he live, yet lived to die 35 

In th' Virgin's lap, to whom he did apply 
His virgin thoughts and words, and thence was styled 
By foes, the chaplain of the Virgin mild. 

While yet he lived without. His modesty 
Imparted this to some, and they to me, 40 

Live happy then, dear soul! enjoy the rest 
Eternally by pains thou purchastdst, 

While Car must live in care, who was thy friend; 
Nor cares he how he live, so in the end 
He may enjoy his dearest Lord and thee, 45 

And sit and sing more skilful songs eternally, 

Thomas Car. 
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II. AN EPIGRAM 

Upon the Pictures in the following Poems, which the 
Author first made with his own hand, admirably well, 
as may be seen in his Manuscript, dedicated to the 
Right Honourable Lady the L. Denbigh. 

^Twixt p^n and pencil rose a holy strife 
Which might draw Virtue better to the life : 

Best wits gave votes ^o thaty but painters, swore 
They never saw pieces so sweet before 
As these fruits of pure Nature ; where no Art 5 
,Did lead the untaught pencil^ nor had part 
In tR work ...... 

The hand grown bold, with wit will needs contest : 
Doth it prevail? ah, woe I say each is best. 

This to the ear speaks wonders ; that will try 10 

To speak the same, pet louder, to the eye. 

Both their aims are holy, both conspire 
To wound, to bum the heart with heavenly fire. 
This then's the doom, to do both parties right; 

This to the ear speaks best; that, to the sight, 1 5 

Thomas Car, 
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TO THE NOBLEST AND BEST OF 
LADIES, THE COUNTESS OF 
DENBIGH 

PERSUADING HER TO RESOLUTION IN RELIGION, 
AND TO RENDER HERSELF WITHOUT FURTHER 
DELAY INTO THE COMMUNION OF THE CATHOLIC 
CHURCH 


\Non vL 

^Tis not the work of force but skill 
To find the way into man^s will, 

^Tis love alone can hearts tlthlock ; 

Who knows the Word, he needs not knock,] 

What Heaven -entreated heart is this, 

Stands trembling at the gate of bliss ? 

Holds fast the door, yet dares not venture 
Fairly to open it, and enter ; 

Whose dehnition is a doubt 5 

*Twixt life and death, ’twixt in and out. * 

Say, lingering Fair ! why comes the birth 
Of your brave soul so slowly forth ? 

Plead your pretences (O you strong 
In weakness !) why you choose so long lO 

In labour of yourself to lie, 

Nor daring quite to live nor die. 

Ah ! linger not, loved soul ! a slow 
And late consent was a long no ; 

Who grants at last, long time tried 15 

And did his best to have denied : 

What magic bolts, what mystic bars, 

Maintain the will in these strange wars? 
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What &tal yet fantastic bands 

Keep the free heart from its own hands ? 20 

So when the year takes cold, we see 

Poor waters their own prisoners l>e, 

Fettered, and lock’d up fast they lie 
In a sad self<captivity. 

The astonish’d Nymphs their flood’s strange fate 
deplore, 25 

To see themselves their own severer shore. 

Thou that alone canst thaw this cold, 

And fetch^he heart from its stronghold ; 

Almighty Love ! end this long war, 

And of a meteor make a star. 30 

O fix this fair Indefinite ! 

And ’mongst Thy shafts of sovereign light 
Choose out that sure decisive dart 
Which has the key of this close heart, 

Knows all the corners of ’t, and can control 35 
The self-shut cabinet of an unsearch’d soul. 

O let it be at last, Love’s hour ; 

]gUiise this tall trophy of Thy power ; 

Come once the conquefing way ; not to confute t 
But kill this rebel- word “ irresolute,” 40 

That so, in spite of all this peevish strength 
Of weakness, she may write “ resolved ” at length. 
Unfold at length, unfold fair flower. 

And use the season of Love’s shower ! 

Meet his well-meaning wounds, wise heart ! 45 

And haste to drink the wholesome dart. 

That healing shaft, which Heaven till now 
Hath in Love’s quiver hid for you. 

O dart of Love 1 arrow of light I 
O happy you, if it hit right I 
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It must not fall in vain, it must 
Not mark the dry regardless dust. 

Fair one, it is your fate ; and brings 
Eternal words upon its wings. 

Mee* it with wide-spread arms, and see 55 
Its seat your soul’s just centre be. 

Disband dull tears, give faith the day ; 

To save your life, kill your delay. 

It is Love’s siege, and sure to be 

Your triumph, though II is victory. 60 

’Tis cowardice that keeps this field, 

And want of courage not to yield. 

Yield then, O yield, that Love may win 
The fort at last, and let life in. 

Yield quickly, lest perhaps }'ou prove 65 

Death’s prey, before the prize of Love. 

This fort of your fair self, if ’t be not won, 

He is repulsed indeed, but you’re undone. 


TO THE NAME ABOVE EVER\ 
NAME, THE NAME OF JESUS 


I sing the Name which none can say 
But touched with an interior ray : 

The name of our new peace : our good : 
Our bliss : and supernatural blood : 

The name of all our lives and loves. 
Hearken, and help, ye holy doves ! 

The high-born brood of Day ; you bright 
Candidates of bli.ssful light, 
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The heirs elect of Love, whose names’belong 
Unto the everlasting life of song ; lO 

All ye wise souls, who in the wealthy breast 
Of this unbounded name, buiWyour warml[nest. 
Awake, my glory, Soul (if such thou be, 

And that fair word at all refer to thee), 

Awake and sing, 

And be all wing ; 

Bring hither thy whole self ; and let me see 
What of th^ parent I leaven yet speaks in thee. 

O thou art poor 

Of noble powers, I see, 20 

And full of nothing else but empty me : 

Narrow, and low, and infinitely less 
Than this great morning’s mighty business. 

One little world or two 

(Alas !) will never do ; 25 

We must have store. 

Go, Soul, out Of thyself, and seek for more. 

Go and request 

Great Nature for the ke^ of her huge chest 
Of Heavens, the self-involving set of spheres 30 
(Which dull mortality more feels than hears). 

Then rouse the nest 
Of nimble Art, and traverse round 
The aiiy shop of soul-appeasing sound : 

And beat a summons in the same 35. 

All-sovereign name, 

To warn each several kind 
And shape of sweetness, be they such 
As sigh with supple wind 
Or answer artful touch ; 


40 
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That they convene and come away 
To wait at the love-crowned doors of this illustrious 
day. 

Shall we dare this, my Soul ? we’ll do ’t and bring 
No othei note for ’t, but the name we sing. 

Wake lute and harp, and every sweet -lipped thing 45 
That talks with tuneful string ; 

Start into life, and leap with me 
Into a hasty fit-tuned harmony. 

Nor must you think it much 
T’ obey my bolder touch : 50 

I have authority in Love’s name to lake you. 

And to the work of Love this morning wake you. 
Wake, in the name 

Of Him Who never sleeps, all things that are. 

Or, what’s the same, 55 

Are musical ; 

Answer my call 
And come along ; 

Help me to meditate mine immortal song.. 

Come, ye soft ministers of sweet sad mirth, 60 

Bring all your household-stuff of Heaven on earth ; 

O you, my Soul’s most certain wings, 

Complaining pipes, and prattling strings. 

Bring all the store 

Of sweets you have ; and murmur that you have no 
more. 65 

Come, ne’er to part, 

Nature and Art ! 

Come ; and come strong, 

To the conspiracy of our spacious song. 

Bring all the powers of praise, 

Your provinces of well-united worlds can raise ; 


70 
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Bring all your lutes and harps of Heaven and Earth ; 
Whatever co-operates to the common mirth : 

Vessels of vocal joys, 

Or you, more noble architects of intellectual noise, 75 
Cymbals of Heaven, or human spheres, 

Solicitors of souls or ears ; 

And when you are come, with all 
That you can bring or we can call : 

O may you fix 80 

For ever here, and mix 
'^Yourselves into the long 
And everlasting series of a deathless song ; 

Mix all your many worlds above. 

And loose them into One of love. * 85 

Cheer thee my heart I 
For thou too hast thy part 
And place in the great throng 
Of this unbounded all-embracing song. 

Powers of my soul, be proud ! 90 

And speak loud 

To all the dear-bought Nations this redeeming Name, 
And in the wealth o&onc rich word, proclaim 
New similes to Nature* May it be no wrong, 

Blest Heavens, to you and your superior song, 95 
That we, dark sons of dust aijd sorrow, 

A while dare borrow 

The name of your delights, and our desires. 

And fit it to so far inferior lyres. 

Our murmurs have their music too, 100 

Ye mighty Orbs, as well as you ; 

Nor yields the noblest nest 
Of warbling Seraphim to the ears of Love, 

A choicer lesson than the joyful breast 

Of a poor panting turtle-dove. 105 
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And we» low wormSf have leave to do 

The same bright business (ye Third Heavens) with you. 

Gentle spirits, do not complain ! 

We will have care 

TJp keep it fair, i lo 

And send it back to you again. 

Come, lovely Name ! Appear from forth the bright 
Regions of peaceful light ; 

Look from Thine Own illustrious home, 

Fair King of names, and come : 115 

Leave all Thy native glories in their gorgeotC nest, 
And give Thy Self a while the gracious Guest 
Of humble souls, that seek to find 
The hidden sweets f' 

Which man’s heart meets 120 

When Thou art Master of the mind. 

Come lovely Name ; Life of our hope ! 

Lo, we hold our hearts wide ope 1 
Unlock Thy cabinet of Day, 

Dearest Sweet, and come away. 125 

Lo, how the thirsty lands 

Gasp for Thy golden showers I with long>5tretch’d 
hands. 

Lo, how the labouring Earth 
That hopes to be 

All Heaven by Thee, 130 

Leaps at Thy birth ! 

The attending World, to wait Thy rise, 

First turn’d to eyes ; 

And then, not knowing what to do, 

Turn’d them to tears, and spent them too. 135 

Come royal Name ; and pay the expense 
Of all this precious patience ; 
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O come away 

And kill the death of this delay ! 

O see so many worlds of barren years 140 

Melted and measured out in seas of tears : 

O sec the weary lids of wakeful Hope 
(Love’s eastern windows) all wide ope 
With curtains drawn, 

To catch the day-break of Thy dawn. 145 

O dawn at last, long-look’d for Day ! 

Take Thine own wings and come away. 

Lo, w’herd aloft it comes ! It comes, among 
The conduct of adoring spirits, that throng 
Like diligent bees, and swarm about it. 150 

O they are wi%e. 

And know what sweets are suck’d from out it : 

It is the hive. 

By which they thrive. 

Where all their hoard of honey lies. 155 

Lo, where it comes, upon the snowy Dove’s 

Soft back ; and brings a bosom big with loves ; 

Welcome to our dark world, Thou womb of Day ! 

\ 7 nfold thy fair conceptions, and display 

The birth of our bright joys, O Thou compacted 160 

Body of blessings : Spirit of souls extracted ! 

O dissipate Thy spicy powers, 

(Cloud of condensM sweets) and bseak upon us 
In balmy showers ! 

O fill our senses, and take from us 165 

All force of so profane a fallacy. 

To think ought sweet but that which smells of Thee 1 
Fair, flowery Name, in none but Thee 
And Thy nectareal firagrancy, 

Hourly there meets 
An universal synod of all sweets ; 

s 


170 
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By whom it is defined thus, 

That no perfume 
P'or ever shall presume 

To pass for odoriferous, 175 

But such,alone whose sacred pedigree 
Can prove itself some kin (sweet Name !) to Thee. 
Sweet Name, in Thy each syllable 
A thousand Blest Arabias dwell ; 

A thousand hills of frankincense ; iSo 

Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spices 
And ten thousand Paradises, 

The soul that tastes Thee lakes from thence. 

How many unknown worlds there are 
Of comforts, which Thou hasten keeping ! 1S5 

How many thousand mercies there 
In Pity’s soft lap lie a-sleeping I 
Happy he who has the art 
To awake them, 

And to take them 190 

Home, and lodge them in his heart. 

O that it were as it was wont to be ! 

When Thy old friends of fire, all full of Thee, 

Fought against frowns with smiles ; gave glorious chase 
To persecutions ; and against the face 195 

Of Death and fiercest dangers, durst with brave 
And sober pace, march on to meet A gkave. 

On their bold breasts, about the world they bore 
Thee, 

And to the teeth of Hell stood up to teach Thee, 

In centre of their inmost souls, they wore 
Thee ; 200 

Where racks and torments strived, in vain, to reach 
Thee. 
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Little, alas thought they 
Who tore the feir breasts of Thy friends, 

Their fury but made way 
For Thee, and served them in Thy glorious ends. 205 
* What did their weapons but with wider ports 
Enlarge Thy flaming-breasted lovers. 

More freely to transpire 
That impatient fire. 

The heart that hides Thee hardly covers? 210 

What did their weapons but set wide the doors 
For Thee% fair, purple doors, of Love’s devising ; 
The ruby windows which enrich’d the East 
Of Thy so oft-repeated rising ! 

Each wound of theirs iVas Thy new morning, 215 
And re-enthroned Thee in Thy rosy nest. 

With blush of Thine Own blood Thy day adorning j 
It was the wit of Love o’erflow’d the bounds 
Of Wrath, and made Thee way through all those 
wounds. 

Welcome, dear, all-adored Name ! 220 

For sure there is no knee 
That knows i^ot Thee : 

Or, if there be such sons of shame, 

Alas ! what will they do 

When stubborn rocks shall bow > 225 

And hills hang down their heaven-saluting heads 
To seek for humble beds 
Of dust, where in the bashful shades of Night 
Next to their own low Nothing, they may lie, 

And couch before the dazzling light of Thy dread 
majesty. ^ 230 

They that by Love’s mild dictate now 
Will not adore Thee, 

Shall then, with just confusion bow 
And br'eak before Thee. 
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IN THE HOLY NATIVITY OF OUR 
LORD GOD. 

r 

A HYMN SUNG AS BY THE SHEPHERDS 
THE HYMN 

Chorus 

Come, we shepherds, whose blest sigh| 

Hath met Love’s noon in Nature’s night ; 
Come, lift we up our loftier song, 

And wake the sun that lies too long. 

To all our world of well-stolen joy 5 

He slept ; and dreamt of no such thing 
While we found out Heaven’s fairer eye, 

And kissed the cradle of our King. 

Tell him he rises now, too late 
To show us aught worth looking at. lO 

Tell him we now can show him more 
Than he e’er show’d to mortal sight ; 

Than he himself e’er saw before, 

Which to be seen needs not his light. 

Tell him, Tityrus, where th’ hast been, 

Tell him, Thyrsis, what th’ hast seen. 

Tityrus 

Gloomy night embraced the place 
Where the noble Infont lay. 

The Babe looked up and showed His foce ; 

In spite of darkness, it was day, 20 
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It was Thy day, Sweet I and did rise, 

Not from the East, but from Thine eyes. 

Chorus: It was Thy day. Sweet, etc. 

Thyrsis 

Winter chid aloud, and sent 
The angry North to wage his wars. ?5 

The North forgot his fierce intent, 

And left perfumes instead of scars. 

By those sweet eyes’ persuasive powers, 

Where he meant frost, he scattered flowers. 

Chorus: By ^ose sweet eyes’, etc. 30 

Both 

We saw Thee in Thy balmy nest, 

Young dawn of our eternal Day ! 

We saw Thine eyes break from their East, 

And chase the trembling shades away. 

We saw Thee ; and we blest the sight, 35 
We saw Thee by^hine Own sweet light. 

Chorus : We saw Thee, etc. 

Tityrus 

Poor world (said I), what wilt thou do 
To entertain this starry Stranger? 

Is this the best thou cans! bestow ? 40 

A cold, and not too cleanly, manger ? 

Contend, the powers of Heaven and Earth, 

To fit a bed for this huge birth ? 

Chorus : Contend the powers, etc. 
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Thyrsi s 

Proud world, said I, cease your contest, 45 

And let the mighty Babe alone. 

The phcenix builds the phcenix’ nest. 

Love’s architecture is his own. 

The Babe whose birth embraves this mom, 

Made His Own bed ere He was bom. 50 

Chorus : The Babe whose, etc. 

Tityrus 

1 saw the curled drops, soft and slow. 

Come hovering o’er the place’s head ; 

Offering their whitest sheets of snow 
To furnish the fair Infant’s bed ; 55 

Forbear, said I ; be not too Wd, 

Your fleece is white, but ’tis loo cold. 

Chorus : Forbear, said I, etc. 

Thyrsis 

I saw the obsequious Seraphims 
Their rosy fleece of fire bestow, 60 

For well they now can spare their wing, 

Since Heaven itself lies here bq}ow. * 

Well done, said 1 ; but are you sure 
Your down so warm, will pass for pure ? 

Chorus : Well done, said we, etc. 65 

Tityrus 

No, no ! your King’s not yet to seek 
Where to repose His royal head ; 

See, see, how soon His new-bloom’d cheek 
^Twixt’s mother’s breasts is gone to bed. 

Sweet choice, said we ! no way but so 70 

Not to lie cold, yet sleep in snow. 

Chorus : Sweet choice, said we, etc. 
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Both 

We saw Thee in Thy balmy nest, 

Bright dawn of oui eternal Day ! 

We saw Thine eyes break from their East, 75 
And chase the trembling shades away. * 

We saw Thee : and we blest the sight, 

We saw Thee by Thine Own sweet light. 

ChoTHs: We saw Thee, etc. 

Full Chorus 

Welcome, all wonders in one sight ! 80 

Eternity shut in a span I 
Summer in Winter, Day in Night ! 

Heaven in earth, and God in man ! 

Great, little One ! whose all-embracing birth 
Lifts Earth to Heaven, stoops Heaven to Earth. 85 
Welcome, though not to gold nor silk, 

To more than Csesar’s birthright is ; 

Two sister-seas of virgin-milk, 

^ With many a rarely temper’d kiss. 

That breathes at once both maid and mother, 90 
Warms in the one, cools in the other. 

[She sings Thy tears asleep, and dips 
Her kisses in Thy weeping eye ; 

She spreads the red leaves of Thy lips, 

That in their buds yet blushing lie ; 95 

She ’gainst those mother-diamonds, tries 
The points of her young eagle’s eyes.] 

, Welcome, though not to those gay flies, 

Gilded i* th’ beams of earthly kings ; 

. Slippery souls in smiling eyes ; 100 

But to poor shepherds, home-spun things ; 
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Whose wealth’s their flock ; whose wit, to be 
Well-read in their simplicity. 

Yet when young April’s husband-showers 
Shall bless the fruitful Maia’s bed, 105 

We’ll l^ing the first-bom of her flowers 
To kiss Thy feet, and crown Thy head. 

To Thee, dread Lamb ! Whose love must keep 
The Shepherds, more than they their sheep. 

To Thee, meek Majesty ! soft King iio 

Of simple Graces and sweet Loves : 

Each of us his lamb will bring, 

Each his pair of silver doves : 

Till burnt at last in fire of Thy fiiir eyes, 

Ourselves become our own best sacrifice. 1 15 


NEW YEARNS DAY 

Rise, thou best and brightest morning 1 
Rosy with a double red ; ^ 

With thine own blush thy cheeks adorning. 

And the dear drops this day were shed. 

All the purple pride that laces 5 

The crimson curtains of thy bed. 

Gilds thee not with so sweet graces. 

Nor sets thee in so rich a red. 

Of all the fair cheek’d flowers that fill theCy 
None so fair thy bosom strows, 

As this modest maiden lily 
Our sins have shamed into a rose* 


10 
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Bid thy golden god, the sun. 

Burnish’d in his best beams rise, 

Put all his red-eyed rubies on ; 15 

These rubies shall put out their eyes. 

Let him make poor the purple East, 

Search what the world’s close cabinets keep, 

Rob the rich births of each bright nest 
That flaming in their fair beds sleep 20 

Let him embrave his own bright tresses 
Wittf a new morning made of gems ; 

And wear, in those his wealthy dresses, 

Another day of diadems. 

When he hath done all he may, 25 

To make himself rich in his rise, 

All will be darkness to the day 
That breaks from one of these bright eyes. 

And soon this sweet truth shall appear, 

Pear Babe, ere many days be done : 30 

The Morn shall come to meet Thee here, 

And leave her ow^i neglected sun. 

Here are beauties shall bereave him 
Of all his eastern paramours : 

His Persian lovers all shall leave him, 35 

And swear faith to Thy sweeter powers. 

[Nor while they leave him shall they lose the sun, 

But in thy fairest eyes find two for one.] 
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IN THE CxLORIOUS EPIPHANY OF 
OUR LORD GOD 
A hAin sung as by the three kings 

1 Ring: Bright Babe, Whose awful beauties 

make 

The morn incur a sweet mistake ; 

2 King: For Whom the officious Heavens devise 

To disinherit the sun^s rise t 

3 King : Delicately to displace 5 

The day, and plant it fairer in Thy face ; 

1 King: O Thou born King of loves, 

2 King: Of lights, 

3 King: Of joys. 

Chorus : Look up, sweet Babe, look up, and see lo 
For love of Thee 
Thus far from home 
The East is come 
To seek herself in Thy sweet eyes. 

1 King : We who strangely w^t astray, 15* 

Lost in a bright 
Meridian night, 

2 King: A darkness made of too much day. 

3 King: Beckon’d from far 

By Thy fair star, 20 

Lo, at last have found our way. 

Chorus: To Thee, thou Day of Night I thou East 
of West I 

Lo, we at last have found the way 
To Thee the World’s great universal 
East, 

The general and indifferent Day. 


25 
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1 King : All -circling point ! all-centring sphere ! 

The World’s one, round, eternal year. 

2 Kin^ : Whose full and all-unwrinkled face 

Nor sinks nor swells with time or place ; 

3 King: But every where, and every whilet 30 

Is one consistent, solid smile. 

1 King: Not vex’d and tossed 

2 King: ’Twixt Spring and frost, 

3 King : Nor by alternate shreds of light, 

Sordidly shifting hands with shades and 
• Night. 35 

Chorus : O Little- All ! in Thy embrace 

The World lies warm, and likes^his place ; 
Nor does his full globe fail to be 
Kiss’d on both his cheeks by Thee ; 

Time is too narrow for Thy year, 40 

Nor makes the whole World Thy half 
sphere. 

•I King: To Thee, to Thee 

From him we flee. 

2 King: From, him, whom by a more illustrious lie. 

The blindness of the World did call the 
eye. 45 

3 King: To Him, Who by these mortal clouds hast 

made 

Thyself our sun, though Thine Own shade. 
i King: Farewell, the World’s felse light ! 

Farewell, the white 
Egypt, a long farewell to thee, 50 
Bright idol, black idolatry ; 

The dire face of inferior blackness, kist 
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And courted in the pompous mask of a more 
specious mist. 

Z King: Farewell, farewell 

The proud and misplaced gates of 
< hell, 5S 

Perch’d in the Morning’s way, 

And double-gilded as the doors of Day ; 

The deep hypocrisy of Death and Night 
More desperately dark, because more 
bright. 

3 King: Welcome, the World’s sure way ! 6o 

Heaven’s wholesome ray. 

Chorus : Welcome to us ; and we . 

(Sweet ! ) to ourselves, in Thee. 

1 King: The deathless Heir of all Thy Father’s 

day; 

2 Ring: Decently born 1 6$ 

Embosom’d in a much more rosy Morn : 

The blushes of Thy all-unblemish’d mother, 

3 King: No more that other 

Aurora shall set ope 
Her ruby casements, or hereafter hope 
From mortal eyes 

To meet religious welcomes at her rise. 

Chorus : We (precious ones I ) in you have won 
A gentler Morn, a juster sun. 

1 King: His superficial beams sun-burnt our skin ; 75 

2 King: But left within 

3 King: The Night and Winter still of Death and 

Sin. 
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Chorus: Thy softer yet more certain darts 

Spare our eyes, but pierce our hearts ; 

1 Therefore with hisj>roud Persian spoils So 

2 ICin^:yNt court Thy more concerning smiles. 

3 King : Therefore with his disgrace 

We gild the humble cheek of tins chaste 
place ; 

Chorus: And at Thy feet pour forth his face. 

1 Kiftgrl^he doating Nations now no more 85 

Shall any day but Thine adore. 

2 King: Nor (much less) shall they leave these eyes 

For cheap Egyptian deities. 

3 King: In whatsoe’er more sacred shape 

Of ram, he-goat, or rev*rend ape ; 9a 

Those beauteous ravishers oppress’d so sore 
The too’hard tempted nations : 

1 King: Never more 

By wanton heifer shall be worn 
« 2 King: A garland, or a gilded horn : 95 

The altar-st&ll’d ox, fat Osiris now 
With his fair sister cow, 

3 AiMjf /Shall kick the clouds no more ; but lean and 
tame. 

See His hom’d &ce, and die for shame : 

Chorus : And Mithra now shall be no name. 100 

r King: No longer shall the immodest lust 
Of adulterous godless dust 
Fly in the lace of Heaven ; 2 King: as if 
it were 

The poor Weld’s fault that He is fair. 
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3 AV«^.*Nor with perverse loves and religious 
rapes 105 

Revenge Thy bounties in their beauteous 
shapes ; 

And punish best things worst, because they 
stood 

Guilty of being much for them too good. 

1 King : Proud sons of Death ! that durst compel 

Heaven itself to find them Hell : i lo 

2 And by strange wit of madness wrest 
From this World’s East the other’^West. 

3 King: All idolizing worms ! that thus could crowd 

And urge their sun into Thy cloud ; 

Forcing His sometimes eclips’d face to be 115 
A long deliquium to the light of Thee. 

Chorus : Alas ! with how much heavier shade 

The shamefaced lamp hung down his head, 
For that one eclipse he made, 

Than all those he suffered ! X20 

For this he looked so big, and ev’ry mom 
With a red face confess’d his scorn ; 

Or, hiding his vex’d cheeks in a hired mist, 
Kept them from being so unkindly kist. 

It was for this the Day did rise 125 

So oft with blubber’d eyes; 

For this the Evening wept ; and we ne’er 
knew, 

But called it dew. 

This daily wrong 

Silenced the morning sons, and damp’d their 
song. 130 


I Kingi 


2 King : 


3 
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Chorus :'^Qx was*t our deafness, but our sins, that 
thus 

Long made th’ harmonious orbs all mute to 
us. 

1 King: Time has a day in store ^ 

When this so proudly poor 
And self-oppressed spark, that has so long 135 
By the love-sick World f>een made 
Not so much their sun as shade : 

Weary of this glorious wrong, 

yrom them and from himself shall flee 

For shelter to the shadow of Thy tree ; 140 

Chorus : Proud to have gain’d this precious loss. 

And changed his false crown for thy cross. 

2 AV«^.*That dark Day’s clear doom shall define 

Whose is the master Fire, which sun should 
shine ; 

That sable judgment-seat shall by new 
laws 145 

Decide and settle the great cause 
Of coiftroverted light : 

Chorus : And Nature’s wrongs rejoice to do Thee 
right. 

3 King:ThdX forfeiture of Noon to Night shall 

pay 

All the idolatrous thefts done by this Night 
of Day ; 150 

And the great, Penitent press his own pale lips 
With an elaborate love-eclipse : 

To which the low World’s laws 
Shall lend no cause, 
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Chorus: Save those domestic which He borrows 155 
From our sins and His Own sorrows. 

1 King: Three sad hours* sackcloth then shall show 

to us 

^His penance, as our fault, conspicuous : 

2 King: And He more needfully and nobly prove 

The Nations’ terror now than erst their 
love ; 160 

3 King: Their hated loves changed into wholesome 

fears : 

Chorus: The shutting of His eye shall open theirs. 

1 King: As by a fair-eyed follacy of Day 

Misled, before, they lost their way ; 

So shall they, by the seasonable fright 165 
Of an unseasonable Night, 

Losing it once again, stumble on true Light : 

2 King: And as before His too-bright eye 

Was their more blind idolatry ; 

So his officious blindness now shall be ifo 
Their black, but faithful perspective of Thee. 

3 King: His new prodigious Night, 

Their new and admirable light, 

The supernatural dawn of Thy pure Day ; 

While wondering they 175 

(The happy converts now of Him 
Whom they compell’d before to be their sin) 
Shall henceforth see 
To kiss him only as their rod, 

Whom they so Icmg courted as God. 180 

Chorus : And their best use of him they worshippM, be 
To learn of him at least, to woiahip Thee. 
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1 King: It was their weakness woo’d his beauty ; 

But it shall be 

Their wisdom now, as well as duty, i8$ 
To enjoy his blot ; and as a large black 
letter 

Use it to spell Thy beauties better ; 

And make the Night itself their torch to Thee. 

2 Kii^ : By the oblique ambush of this close night 

Couch’d in that conscious shade 190 
Tjfie right»eyed Areopagiie 
Shall with a vigorous guess invade 
And catch Thy quick reflex ; and sharply see 
On this dark ground 
To descant Thee. I95 

3 King: O prize of the rich Spirit I with what fierce 

chase 

Of his strong soul, shall he 
Leap at Thy lofty face, 

And seize the suifi flash, in rebound 
From this obsequious cloud, 200 

Once cs^ll’d a sun, 

Till deaily thus undone ; 

Chorus: Till thus triumphantly tamed (O yc two 

Twin<suns ! ) and taught now to negotiate 
you, 

1 ATwjf.'Thus shall that rev’rend child of Light, 205 

2 King: By being scholar first of that new Night, 

Come forth great master of the mystic Day ; 

3 King:PiXi^ teach obscure mankind a more close 

way, 

By the frugal negative light 

Of a most wise and well abused Night, 210 

To read more legible Thine original ray ; 

F 
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Chorus: And make our darkness serve Thy day ; 
Maintaining ’twixt Thy World and ours 
A commerce of contrary powers, 

A mutual trade 215 

’Twixt sun and shade, 

By confederate black and white, 

Borrowing Day and lending Night. 

1 Aiw^. Thus we, who when with all the noble 

powers 

That (at Thy cost) are caH’d, i§bt vainly, 
ours : 220 

We vow to make brave way 
Upwards, and press on for the pure intelli- 
gential prey ; 

2 King: At least to play 

The amorous spies, 

And peep and proffer at Thy sparkling 
throne ; 22$ 

3 King: Instead of bringing in the blissful prize 

And fastening on Thine eyes : 

Forfeit our own 
And nothing gain 

But more ambitious loss at least, of 
brain ; 230 

Chorus: Now by abased lids shall learn to be 

Eagles, and shut our eyes that we may see. 

THE CtOSB 

[Chorus]: Thti:e{<yte to Thee and Thine auspicious 
ray 

(Dread Sweet ! ) lo thus 

At least by us, ^35 
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The delegated eye of Day 
Does first his sceptre, then himself, in solemn 
tribute pay. 

Thus he undresses 

liis sacred unshorn tresses ; ^ 

At Thy adored feet, thus he lays down 240 

1 King: His gorgeous tire 

Of flame and fire, 

2 King : His glittering robe, 3 King: His sparkling 

crown ; 

1 King: rfis gold, 2 King: His myrrh, 3 King: His 
frankincense j * 

Chorus: To which he now has no pretence : 245 

For l>eing showed by this Day^s light, how 
far 

He is from sun enough to make Thy star, 

His best ambition now is but to be 
Something a brighter shadow^, Sweet, of 
Thee. 

Or on Heaven’s azure forehead high to 
stand 250 

Thy golden index ; with a duteous hand 
Pointing us home to our own Sun, 

The world’s and his Hyperion, 
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TO THE QUEEN'S MAJESTY 

[upon his dedicating to her the foregoing 
hymn] 

Madam, 

’Mongst those long rows of crowns that gild your 
race, 

These royal sages sue for decent place : 

The daybreak of the Nations ; theii lust r^y, 

When the dark World dawn’d into C'hiistian Day, 
And smiled i* th’ Babe’s bright fav'* : ihc purpling 
bud s 

And rosy dawn of the right royal bj( Ovl ; 

Fair first-fruits of the I^mb ! sure kings n> rhis, 

They took a kingdom while they gave a kiss 
But the World’s homage, scarce in these wclM#mwn> 
We read in you (rare queen) ripe and full grown- IC 
For from this day’s rich seed of diadems 
Does rise a radiant crop of royal steins, 

A golden harvest of crown’d ]}eads, that mc^et 
And crowd for kisses from the Iamb’s white ' 

In this illustrious throng, your lofly flood 
Swells high, fair confluence of all high-b< n Liood ; 
With your bright head whole groves of sceptres 
Their wealthy tops, and for these feet contend* 

So swore the Lamb’s dread Sire, and so we see't. 
Crowns, and the heads they kiss, must coun the^e 
feet. 20 

Fix here, fair majesty ! may your heart ne’er miss 
To reap new crowns and kingdoms from ebat kiss ; 
Nor may we miss the joy to meet in you 
The agM honours of this day still new. 
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May the great time, in you, still greater be, 25 
While all the year is your epiphany ; 

While your each day's devotion^ duly brings 
Thr<‘e kingdvims to supply this day’s three kings. 


TUE OFFICE OF THE HOLY CROSS 

THE HOURS 

*OR TUB HOUR 01. MATIN*' 

'TAa Veruile 

by 'I'hy sweet and saving sign ! 
Responses y 

I Jefo id i p from our foes and Thine. 

V, Thou shall open my lips, O Lord 

A’ Ai.'i mv mouth shall shew forih Thy praise. 

O, fioQ, make speed to save me. 5 

R, O make hsifete to help mo. 

Glory be to the Father, 
ai«c to the Son, 
aod n the Hloly] Ghost. 

iU *t was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall 
l)C, world without end. Amen, 10 

THE HYMN 

The Wii’ hil Ma ^ haste to sing 
The lUii sorrows of our King : 

1 he Fathck s Word and Wisdom, made 
•Man for man, by man’s betray’d ; 
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The World^s price set to sale, and by the bold 15 
Merchants of Death and Sin, is bought and sold ; 

Of His best friends (yea of Himself) forsaken ; 

By His worst foes (because He would) besieged and 
taken. 


The Antiphon 
All hail, fair tree 

Whose fruit we be ! 20 

What song shall raise 
, Thy seemly praise. 

Who brought’st to light 
Life out of death, Day out of Night ! 

The Verside 

Lo, we adore Thee, 2$ 

Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before Thee : 

The Responsory 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy cross 
Thou hast saved at once the whole;,World’s loss, ^ 

The Prayer 

O Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God 1 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine Own precious 30 
death, Thy cross and passion, betwixt my soul 
and Thy judgment, now and in the hour of my 
death. And vouchsafe to grant unto me Thy 
grace and mercy ; unto all quick and dead, 
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and 35 
concord ; to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. 
Who livest and reignest with the Father, in the 
unity of the Holy Ghost, one God, world with« 
out end. Amen, 
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FOR THE HOUR OF PRIME 
The Verside 

Lord, by Thy sweet and saving sign^! 40 
The Responsory 

Defend us from our foes and Thine. 

V, Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord, 

A\ And my mouth shall shew forth Thy praise. 

V. O^od. make speed to save me. 

R. O Lord, make haste to help me. 45 

K Glory be to, etc. 

R. As it was in the, etc. 

THE HYMN 

The early Prime blushes to say 

She could not rise so soon, as they 

Call’d Pilate up, to try if he 50 

Could lend them any cruelty ; 

* Their hands with lajhes arm’d, their tongues with 
lies, 

And loathsome spittle, blot those beauteous eyes. 

The blissful springs of joy ; from whose all-cheering 
ray 

The fair stars fill their wakeful fires, the sun himself 
drinks day. 55 


The Antiphon 
Victorious sigh 
That now dost shine. 
Transcribed above 
Into the land of light and love ; 
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O let us twine 6o 

Our roots with thine 
That we may rise 

Upon Thy wings and reach the skies. 

The Versicle 
Lo, we adore Thee, 

Dread Lamb ! and fall 65 

Thus low before Thee. 

The Responsory 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy cross 
Thou hast saved at once the whole World’s loss. 

The Prayer 

O Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God ! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine Own precious 70 
death, Thy cross and passion, betwixt my soul 
and Thy judgment, now and in the hour of my 
death. And vouchsafe to grant unto me Thy 
grace and mercy ; unto all quick and dead, remis- 
sion and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concord ; 75 * 
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who 
livest and reignest with the Father, in the unity 
of the Ploly Ghost, one God, world without 
end. Amen, 

THE THIRD 

The Versicle 

Lord, by Thy sweet and saving sign, 80 
The Responsory 

Defend us from our foes and Thine. 

V, Thou shalt open my lips, O, Lord. 

, R^ And my mouth shsdl shew forth Thy praise. 
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O God, make speed to save me. 

R. O Lord, make haste to help me. 85 

V, Glory be to, etc. 

R, As it was in the, etc. 

THE HYMN 

The third hour’s deafen'd with the cry 
Of “ Crucify Him, crucify.” 

So goes t]|e vote (nor ask them, why ?) 90 

'*Live Barabbas ! and let God die.” 

But there is wit in wrath, and they will try 
A “Hail ” more cruel than their “ Crucify.” 

For while in sport He wears a spiteful crown, 

The serious showers along His decent Face run 
sadly down. 95 


The Antiphon 
Christ when He died 
Deceived the Cross ; 

And op Death’s side 
Threw all the loss. 

The captive World awaked and found 100 
The prisoner loose, the jailor bound. 

The VersicU 
ho, we adore Thee, 

Dread Lamb I and fall 

Thus low before Thee, 

The Responsory 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy cross 105 

Thou hast saved at\>nce the whole World’s loss. 
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The Prayer 

O Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God ! 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine Own precious 
death, Thy cross and passion, betwixt my soul 
and Thy Judgment, now and in the hour of my i lo 
death. And vouchsafe lo grant unto me Thy 
grace and mercy ; unto all quick and dead, 
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and 
concord ; to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. 

Who livest and reignest with the Father, i%the 115 
unity of the Holy Ghost, one God, world without 
end. Amen. 


THE SIXTH 
7 'hc Va'sicU 

Lord by Thy sweet and saving sign. 

The Responsory 

Defend us from our foes and Thine. 

V, Thou shah open my lips, O Lord, 120 

R. And my mouth shall sh^w forth Thy praise. 

V. O God, make speed to save me ! 

R. O Lord, make haste to help me ! 

V. Glory be to, etc. 

R. As it was in the, etc. 125 

THE HYMN 

Now is the noon of Sorrow’s night : 

High in His patience, as their spite, 

Lo, the faint Lamb, with weary limb 
^ Bears that huge tree which must bear Him. 

The fatal plant, 30 great of £|tne, 1 30 

For fruit of sorrow and of shame, 
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Shall swell with both, for Him ; akd mix 
All woes into one crucifix. 

Is tortured thirst itself too sweet a cup? 

Gall, and more bitter mocks, shall make it up. 135 
Arc nails blunt pens of superficial smart? * 

Contempt and scorn can send sure wounds to search 
the inmost heart. 

TH Antiphon 
O dear and sweet dispute 
’"fwixt Death’s and Love’s far different fruit ! 

Different as far 140 

As antidotes and poisons arc. 

By that first fatal tree 
Both life and liberty 
Were sold and slain ; 

By this they both look up, and live again. 145 

The Versicle 
Lo, we adore Tliee, 

Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before Thee. 

« 

' The Responsory 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy cross, 

Thou hast saved the World from certain loss. 

The Fmyer 

O Lord Jbsus Christ, Son of the living God ! 150 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine Own precious 
death, Thy cross and passion, betwixt my soul 
and Thy judgment, now and in the hour of my 
death. And vouchsafe to grant unto me Thy 
grace and inerc;|^; unto all quick and dead, 155 
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and 
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concord ; to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. 

Who livest and reignest with the Father, in the 
unity of the Holy Ghost, one God, world without 
end. Amen. 160 

THE NINTH 
The Versicle 

Lord, by Thy sweet and saving sign. 

The Responsory 

Defend us from our foes and Thine. ' * 

V. Thou shall open my lips, O Lord, 

R. And my mouth shall shew forth Thy praise. 

V. O God, make speed to save me ! 165 

R. O Lord, make haste to help me ! 

K. Glory be to, etc. 

R. As it was in the, etc. 

THE HYMN 

The ninth with awful horror hearkened to those 
groans 

Which taught attention even to pcks and stones. 170 
Hear, Father, hear I thy Lamb (at last) complains 
Of some more painful thing than all His pains. 

Then bows His all-obedient head, and dies 
His own love’s, and our sins’ great sacrifice. 

The sun saw that, and would have seen no more ; 175 
The centre shook : her useless veil th’ inglorious 
Temple tore ! 

The Antiphon 
O strange, mysterious strife 
Of open Death and hidden Life ! 

When on the cross my King did bleed,,^, 

Life seem’d t6 die, Death died indeed. 180 
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The Versicle 
Lo, we adore Thee, 

Dread Lamb ! and fall 
Thus low before Thee.“ 


The Responsory 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy cross. 

Thou hast saved at once the whole World’s 
loss. I $5 

The Prayer 

O Lold Jesu Christ, Son of the living God 1 
interpose, I pray Thee, Thine Own prfcious 
death. Thy cross and passion, betwixt my soul 
and Thy judgment, now and in the hour of my 
death. And vouchsafe to grant unto me Thy 190 
grace and mercy; unto all quick and dead, 
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and 
concord ; to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. 

Who livest and reignest with the Father, in the 
unity of the Holy Ghost, one God, world 195 
without end. Amen, 

Et^EN-SONG 
The Versicle 

Lord, by Thy sweet and saving sign ! 


The Responsory 

Defend us from our foes and Thine. 

V, Thou shalt open my lips, O Lord ! 

R. And my mouth shall shew forth Thy praise. 200 
V, O God, make speed to save me ! 

R, O Lord, make haste to help me ! 

V, Glory be to, etc. 
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THE HYMN 

But there were rocks would not relent at this : 205 

Lo, for their own hearts, they rend His ; 

Their deadly hate lives still, and hath 
A wild reserve of wanton wrath ; 

Superfluous spear ! But there’s a heart stands by 
Will look no wounds be lost, no death shall die. 210 
Gather now thy Griefs ripe fruit, great mother-maid ! 
Then sit thee down, and sing thine even-song in the 
sad tree’s shade. ’ 

The Antiphon 

O sad, sweet tree ! 

Woeful and joyful we 

Both weep and sing in shade of thee. 215 

When the dear nails did lock 
And graft into thy gracious stock 
The hope, the health 
The worth, the wealth 

Of all the ransomed World, thou hadst the power 220 
(In that propitious Hour) 

To poise each precious limb, 

And prove how light the World was, when it 
weighed with Him. 

Wide mayest thou spread 

Thine arms, and with thy bright and blissful head 225 
O’erlook all Libanus, Thy lofty crown 
The King Himself is ; thou His humble throne, 
Where yielding and yet conquering He 
Proved a new path of patient victory ; 

When Wondering Death by death was slain, 230 
And our Captivity His captive ta’eh. 
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The Verskle 
Lo, we adore Thee, 

Dread Lamb ! and bow thus low before Thee. 

The Responsory 

’Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross, 

Thou hast saved the World from certain loss. 335 

The Prayer 

O Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living, etc. 

COMPLINE 
The Versicle 

Lord, by Thy sweet and saving sign ! 

The Responsory 

Defend us from our foes and Thine. 

V. Thou shall open my lips, O Lord 
R, And my mouth shall shew forth Thy praise. 240 
K O God, make speed to save me ! 
i?. O Lord, make haste to help me ! 

V. Glory be to, etc. 
i?. As it was in tjje, etc. 

THE HYMN 

The Compline hour comes last, to call 245 

Us to our own lives’ funeral. 

Ah, heartless task I yet Hope takes head, 

And lives in Him that here lies dead. 

Run, Mary, run ! bring hither all the Blest 
Arabia, for thy royal phinnix’ nest ; 250 

Pour on thy noblest sweets, which, when they touch 
This sweeter body, shall indeed be such. 

But must Thy bed, Lord, be a borrowed grave, 

Who lend’st to all things all the life they have? 
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O rather use this heart, thus &r a fitter stone, 255 
’Cause, though a hard and cold one, yet it is Thine 
own. Amen* 

The Antiphon 
O save us then, 

Merciful King of men ! 

Since Thou wouldst needs be thus 
A Saviour, and at such a rate, for us ; 260 

Save us, O save us, Lord. 

We now will own no shorter wish, nor name a 
narrower word ; 

Thy blood bids us be bold. 

Thy wounds give us fair hold, 

Thy sorrows chide our shame ; 265 

Thy cross, Thy nature, and Thy name 
Advance our claim, 

And cry with one accord, 

Save them, O save them, Lord ! 

THE RECOMMENDATION 

These hours, and that which hovers o’er my end, 270 
Into Thy hands and heart, Lord, I commend. 

Take both to Thine account, that I and mine, 

In that hour and in these, may be all Thine. 

That as I dedicate my dcvoutest breath 

To make a kind of life for my Lord’s death, 275 

So from His living, and life-giving death, 

My dying life may draw a new and never fleeting 
breath. 
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UPON THE HOLY SEPULCHRE 

Here, where our Lord once laid His h|||ad, 
Now the grave lies buried. 


VEXILLA REGIS 

THE HYMN OF THE HOTY CROSS 

I 

Look up, languishing soul ! Lo, where the fair 
Badge of thy faith calls back thy care, 

And bids thee ne’er forget 
Thy life is one long del>t 

Of love to Him, Who on this painful tree 5 

Paid back the flesh He took for thee, 

II 

Jwo, how the streams of life, from that full nest, 

Of loves, Thy Lord’s to« liberal breast, 

Flow in an amorous flood 
Of water wedding blood. lo 

With these He wash’d thy stain, transferr’d thy smart, 
And took it home to His own heart. 

HI 

But though great Love, greedy of such sad gain, 
Usurp’d the portion of thy pain, 

And from the nails and spear 15 

Turn’d the steel point of fear : 

Their use is changed^ not lost ; and now they move 
Not stings of wrath, but wounds of love. 

G 
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IV 

Tall tree of life ! thy truth makes good 
What was till now ne^er understood, 20 

Though the prophetic king 
Struck loud his faithful string : 

It was thy wood he meant should make the throne 
For a more than Solomon- 

V 

I^rge throne of Love 1 royally spread 25 

With purple of too rich a red ; 

Thy crime is too much duty ; 

Thy burthen too much beauty ; 

Glorious or grievous more ? thus to make good 
Thy costly excellence with thy King^s own blood. 30 

VI 

Even balance of both worlds ! our world of sin, 

And that of grace, Heaven weigh’d in Him : 

Us with our price tliou weighedst ; 

Our price for us thou payedst, 

Soon as the right-hand scale rejoiced to prove 35 
How much Death weigh’d more light than Love. 

VII 

Hail, our alone hope 1 let thy fair head shoot 
Aloft, and fill the nations with thy noble fruit : 

The while our hearts and we 
Thus graft ourselves on thee, 

Grow thou and they. And be 4 thy fair increase 
The sinners pardon and the just man’s peace. 


40 
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VIII 

Live, O for ever live and reign 

The Lamb Whom His own love hath slaini! 

And let Thy lost sheep live to inherit 45. 

That kingdom which this Cross did merit. Amen, 


TO OUR B[LESSED] LORD UPON 
THE CHOICE OF HIS SEPULCHRE 

How life and death in Thee 
Agree ! 

Thou hadst a virgin womb, 

And tomb* 

A Joseph did betroth 5. 

Them both. 


CHARITAS NIMIA 

OR, THE DEAR BARGAIN 

Lord, what is man ? why should he cost Thee 
So dear ? what had his ruin lost Thee ? 

Lord, what is man, that thou hast over-bought 
So much a thing of nought ? 

Love is too kind, I see ; and can 
Make but a simple merchant-man. 

’Twas for such sorrjj merchandise 
Bold painters have put out his eyes. 
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Alas, sweet Lord, what were’t to Thee 

If there were no such worms as we ? lO 

Meaven ne’erthelcss still Heaven would be, 

Should mankind dwell 
' In the deep Hell : 

What have his woes to do with Thee ? 

Let him go weep i S 

O’er his own wounds ; 

Seraphim will not sleep, 

Nor spheres let fall their faithful round^ 

» 

Still w'ould the youthful spirits sing ; 

And still Thy spacious palace ring ; 20 

Still would those beauteous ministers of light 
Burn all as bright, 

And bow their darning heads before Thee ; 

Still thrones and dominations would adore Thee ; 
Still would those ever-wakeful sons of fire 25 
Keep warm Thy praise 
Both nights and days, , 

And teach Thy loved naiHe to their noble lyre. 

Let froward dust then do its kind ; 

And give itself for sport to the proud wind. 30 
Why should a piece of peevish clay plead shares 
In the eternity of Thy old cares? 

Why should’st Thou bow Thy awful breast to see 
What mine own madnesses have done with me ? 

Should not the king still keep his throne 35 

Because some desperate fool’s undone ? 

Or will the World’s illustriov^s eyes 
Weep for every worm that dies ? 
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Will the gallant sun 

E'er the less glorious run ? 40 

Will he hang down his golden head, 

Or e’er the sooner seek his Western bed, 

Because some foolish fly 
Grows wanton, and will die ? 

If I were lost in misery, 45 

What was it to Thy Heaven and Thee ? 

What was it to Thy precious blood. 

If my fc®l heart call'd for a flood ? 

What if my faithless soul and I 

Would needs fall in 50 

With guilt and sin ; 

What did the Lamb that He should die ? 

What did the Lamb that He should need, 

When the wolf sins, Himself to bleed? 

If my base lust 55 

Bargain’d with Death and well -beseeming dust : 
Why should 4 (he white 
Lamb’s bosom write 
The purple name 

Of my sin’s shame ? 60 

Why should His unstain’d breast make good 
My blushes with His Own heart-blood ? 

O my Saviour, make me see 
How dearly Thou hast paid for me ; 

That lost again, my life may prove, 

As then in death, so now in love. 


65 
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SANCTA MARIA DOLORUM 

OR, THE MOTHER OF SORROWS: A PATHETICAL 
DESCANT UPON THE DEVOUT PLAINSONG OF 
STABAT MATER DOLOROSA 


In shade of Death’s sad Tree 
* Stood doleful she. 

Ah she I now by none other 

Name to be known, alas, but Sorrow’s Mother, 

Before her eyes 5 

Her’s and the whole World’s joys, 

Hanging all torn, she sees ; and in His woes 
And pains, her pangs and throes ; 

Each wound of His, from 'every part, 

All, more at home in her one heart. 10 

II 

What kind of marble then 

Is that cold man 

Who can look on and see, 

Nor keep such noble sorrows company ? 

Sure even from you 15 

(My flints) some drops are due, 

To see so many unkind swords contest 
So fast for one soft breast ; 

While with a faithful, mutual Bood, 

Her eyes bleed tears, His wounefi weep blood# 
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III 

O costly intercourse 
Of deaths, and wors<i— 

Divided loves. While Son and mother 
Discourse alternate wounds to one another, 

Quick deaths that grow 25 

And gather, as they come and go ; 

His nails write swords in her, which soon her heart 
Pays back, with more than their own smart; 
Her swoi 4 s, still growing with 11 is pain, 

Turn spears, and straight come home again. ^ 30 

IV 

She sees her Son, her God, 

Bow with a load 
Of borrow’d sins ; and swim 
In woes that were not made for Him. 

Ah ! hard command 35 

Of love ! Here must she stand, 

•Charged to look on, and with a steadfast eye 
See her life die ; 

Leaving her only so much breath 

As serves to keep alive her death. 40 

V 

O mother turtle-dove ! 

Soft source of love ! 

That these dry lids might borrow 
Something from thy full seas of sorrow ! 

O in that breast 
Of thine (lAie noblest nest 
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Both of Love’s fires and Hoods) might I recline 
This hard, cold heart of mine ! 

The chill lump would relent, and prove 

Soft subject for the siege of Love. 50 


VI 

O teach those wounds to bleed 
In me ; me, so to read 
This book of loves, thus writ 
In lines «^f death, my life may copy it 

With loyal cares. 55 

O let me, here, claim shares ! 

Yield something in thy sad prerogative 

(Great queen of griefs !), and give 
Me, too, my tears ; who, though all stone. 

Think much that thou shouldst mourn alone. 60 


VII 

Yea, let my life and me 
Fix here with thee, 

And at the humble foot 
Of this fair tree, take our eternal root. 

That so we may 65 

At least be in Love’s way ; 

And in these chaste wars, while the wing’d wounds 
fiee 

So fast ’twixt Him and thee, 

My breast may catch the kiss of some kind dart, 
Though as at second hand, from efther heart. 
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O you, your own best darts, 

Dear, doleful hearts ! 

Hail ! and strike home, and makejme see 
That wounded bosoms their own weapons be. 

Come wounds ! come darts ! 75 

Nail’d hands ! and pierced hearts ! 

Come your whole selves. Sorrow’s great Son and 
mother ! 

Nor grudge a younger brother 
Of griefs his portion, who (had all their due)^ 

One single wound should not have left for you. 8o 


Shall I [in sinsj set tliere 
So deep a share, 

(Dear wounds !), and only now 
In sorrpws draw no dividend with you ? 

O be more wise, 85 

> If not more soft, mine eyes ! 

Flow, tardy founts ! and into decent showers 
Dissolve my days and hours. 

And if thou yet (faint soul !) defer 

To bleed with Him, fail not to weep with her. 90 


Rich queen, lend some relief ; 

At least an alms of grief, 

To a heart who by sad right of sin 
Could prove the w'hole sum (too sure) due to him. 
By all those stings 
Of Love, sWeet-bitter things, 
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'Which these torn hands transcribed on thy true 
heart ; 

O teach mine, too, the art 
To study Him so, till we mix 

Wounds,|and become one crucidx. icx) 

XI 

Oh, let me suck the wine 
So long of this chaste Vine, 

Till drunk of the dear wounds, I be 
A lost thing to the world, as it to me. i 

f.O faithful friend 105 

Of me and of my end I 
Fold up my life in love ; and lay’t beneath 
My dear Lord’s vital death. 

Lo, heart, thy hope’s whole plea ! her precious 
breath 

Pour’d out in prayers for thee ; thy Lord’s in death. 1 f o 

UPON THE BLEEDING CRUCIFIX 

A SONft * 

1 

Jesu, no more ! It is full tide ; 

From Thy head and from Thy feet, 

From Thy hands, and from Thy side, 

All the purple rivers meet. 

II 

What need Thy fair head bear a part 5 

In showers, as if Thine eyes had none ? 

What need they help to drown Thy heart, 

That strives in torrents of itsWn ? 
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{Water’d by the showers they bring, 

The thorns that Thy blest brow encloses 10 
(A cruel and a costly spring)* 

Conceive proud hopes of proving roseft] 

IV 

Thy restless feet now cannot go 
For us and our eternal good, 

As they were ever wont. What though ? 1 5 

Th^ swim, alas ! in their own Hood. 

V 

Thy hands to give Thou canst not lift ; 

Yet will Thy hand still giving be. 

It gives, but O itself s the gift : 

It gives though bound; though bound ’tis free. 20 

VI 

BuL O Thy side ! Thy deep-digg’d side ! 

Tliat hath a double Nil us going : 

Nor ever was the Pharoan tide 
Half so fruitful, hf If so flowing. 

VII 

No hair so small, but pays his river 25 

To this Red Sea of Thy blood ; 

Their little channels can deliver 
Something to the general flood. 

But while I speak, whither are run 

All the rivers named before ? 30 

1 counted wrong : there is but one ; 

But O that one is one all o’er. 
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IX 

Rain-swol’n rivers may rise proud. 

Bent all to drown and overflow ; 

But wheo indeed alFs overflow’d, 35 

They themselves are drowned too. 


X 

This Thy blood’s deluge (a dire chance. 

Dear Lord, to Thee) to us is found 
A deluge of deliverance ; 

A deiVige lest we should be drown’d. 

Ne’er wast Thou in a sense so sadly true, 
The well of living waters. Lord, till now. 


40 


UPON THE CROWN OF THORNS 
TAKEN DOWN FROM THE 
HEAD OF OUR BLESSED LORD, 
ALL BLOODY 

Know’st thou this. Soldier? ’tis a much changed 
plant, which yet 

Thyself didst set. 

[’Tis changed indeed ; did Autumn e'er such beauties 
bring 

To shame his Spring?] 

Oh ! who so hard a husbandman could ever find 5 
A soil so kind ? 

Is not the soil a kind one (think ye) that returns 
Rose^ for thorns? 
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UPON THE BODY OF OUR B[LESSED] 
LORD, NAKED AND BLOODY 

They have left Thee naked. Lord ; O thaft they had ! 

This garment too I would they had denied. 

Thee with Thyself they have too richly clad ; 

Opening the purple wardrobe of Thy side. 

O never could there be garment to[o] good 5 

For Thfe to wear, but this of Thine own blood. 


THE HYMN OF SAINT THOMAS 

IN ADORATION OF THE BLESSED SACRAMENT 
ADORO TK 

With all the powers my poor heart hath 
Of humble love and loyal faith, 

Thus low (my hidden life !) I lx)w to Thee, 

Whom too much love hath bow’d more low for me. 
Down, down, proud Sense ! discourses die ! 5 

Keep close, my soul’s inquiring eye ! 

Nor touch nor taste must look fur more, 

But each sit still in his own door. 

Your ports are all superfluous here, 

Save that which lets in Faith, the ear. lO 

Faith is my skill ; Faith can believe 
As fast as Love new laws can give. 

Faith is my force : Faith strength affords 
To keep pace with those pow’rful words. 

And words more sure, more sweet than they, 

Love could not tffink, Truth could not say. 


15 
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O let Thy wretch find that relief 
Thou didst afford the faithful thief. 

Plead for me. Love ! allege and show 

That Faith has farther here to go, 2o 

And less tcf lean on : because then 

Though hid as God, wounds writ Thee man ; 

Thomas might touch, none but might see 
At least the suffering side of Thee ; 

And that too was Thyself which Thee did cover, 25 
But here ev’n that’s hid too which hides the qther. 

Sweet, consider then, that I, 

Though allowed nor hand nor eye 

To reach at Thy loved face ; nor can 

Taste Thee God, or touch Thee man, 30 

Both yet believe, and witness Thee 

My Lord too, and my God, as loud as he. 

Help, Lord, my faith, my hope increase, 

And fill my portion in Thy peace : 

Give love for life ; nor let my days - 35 

Grow, but in new powers to T% name and praise. 

O dear memorial of that Death 
Which lives still, and allows us breath ! 

Rich, royal food ! Bountiful bread ! 

Whose use denies us to the dead ; 40 

Whose vital gust alone can give 
The same leave both to eat and live. 

Live ever, bread of loves, and be 
My life, my soul, my surer self to me. 

O soft, self-wounding Pelican ! 45 

Whose breast weeps balm for wounded man : 



LAUDA SION SALVATOREM 

Ah, this way bend Thy benign flood 
To a bleeding heart that gasps for blood. 

That blood, whose least drops sovereign be 
To wash my worlds of sins from me. 

Come Love ! come Lord ! and that long dJty 
For which I languish, come away. 

When this dry soul those eyes shall see, 

And drink the unseal’d source of Thee : 

When Glory’s sun Faith’s shades shall chase, 

And for^hy veil give me Thy face. Amen, 

LAUDA SION SALVATOREM 

THE HYMN FOR THE BL[ESSED] SACRAMENT 

I 

Rise, royal Sion ! rise and sing 
Thy soul’s kind Shepherd, thy heart’s King. 

Stretch all thy pow(^ ; call if you can 
Harps of heaven to hands of man. 

This sovereign subject sits above 5, 

The best ambition of thy love. 

II 

Lo, the Bread of Life, this day’s 
Triumphant text, provokes thy praise ; 

The living and life-giving bread. 

To the great twelve distributed ; 10 

When Life, Himself, at point to die 
Of love, was His Own legacy. 
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Come, Love ! and let us work a song 
Loud and pleasant, sweet and long ; 

Let lipy and hearts lift high the noise 15 

Of so just and solemn joys, 

Which on His white brows this bright day 
Shall hence for ever bear away. 

Lo. the new law of a new Lord 
c 

With a new Lamb blesses the board : 20 

The agM Pascha pleads not years, 

But spies Love’s dawn, and disappears. 

Types yield to truths ; shades shrink away ; 

And their Night dies into our Day. 

V 

But lest that die too, we are bid 25 

Ever to do what He once did : 

And by a mindful, mystic Breath, 

That we may live, revive His death ; 

With a well-bless’d bread and wine, 

Transumed, and taught to turn divine. 30 

VI 

The Heaven -instructed house of Faith 
Here a holy dictate hath, ' 

That they but lend their form and face ; — 
Themselves with reverence leave their place. 
Nature, and name, to be made good. 

By a nobler bread, more needful blood. 


35 
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Where Nature’s laws no leave will give, 
Bold Faith takes heart, and dales believe 
In different species : name not things, 
Himself to me my Saviour brings ; 

As meat in that, as drink in this. 

But still in both one Christ He is. 

VIII 

The receiving mouth here makes 

Nor wound nor breach in what he takes. 

Let one, or one thousand be 

Here dividers, single he 

Bears home no less, all they no more, 

Nor leave they both less than before. 

IX 

Though in itself this sovereign P'east 
Be all the same to every guest. 

Yet on the same (life-fneaning) Bread 
The child of death eats liimself dead : 

Nor is’t Love’s fault, but Sin’s dire skill 
That thus from Life can death distil. 

X 

When the blest signs thou broke shalt see, 
Hold but thy faith eittire as He, 

Who, howsoe’er clad, cannot come 
Less than whole Christ in every crumb. 

In broken forms a stable Faith 
Untouch’d her precious total hath. 

H 
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XI 

Lo, the life-food of angels then 
Bow’d to the lowly mouths of men ! 

The children’s Bread, the Bridegroom’s Wine, 

Not to be cast to dogs or swine. 

XII 

Lo, the full, final Sacrifice 
On which all figures fix’d their eyes ; 

The ransom’d Isaac, and his ram ; 

The manna, and the paschal lamb. 

XIII 

Jesu Master, just and true ! 

Our food, and faithful Shepherd too 1 70 

O by Thyself vouchsafe to keep, 

As with Th>^elf Thou feed’st Thy sheep. 

xiv» 

O let that love which thus makes Thee 
Mix with our low mortality, 

Lift our lean souls, and set us up 75 

Convictors of Thine Own full cup, 

Coheirs of saints. That so all may 
Drink the same wine ; and the same way ; 

Nor change the pasture, but the place. 

To feed of Thee in Thine Own face. Amen. 80 
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DIES DIES ILLA 

HE HYMN OF THE CHURCH, IN- MEDITATION OF 
THE DAY OF JUDGMENT 

I 

Hear’st thou, my soul, what serious things 
Both the Psalm and Sybil sings 
Of a sure Judge, from Whose sharp ray 
The World in flames shall fly away. 

II 

O that fire ! before whose face 5 

Heaven and Earth shall find no place. 

O those eyes ! whose angry light 
Must be the day of that dread night. 


O that trump 1 whose blast shall run 
An even round with the circling sun, lo 

And urge the murmuring graves to bring 
Pale mankind forth to meet his Xing. 

IV 

Horror of Nature, Hell, and Death ! 

When a deep groan from beneath 

Shall cry, “ We come, we come,” and all 15 

The caves of Night answer one call. 


O that Book ! whose leaves so bright 
Will set the World in severe light. 

O that Judge 1 Whjse hand, Whose eye 
None can endure ; yet none can fly. 


20 
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Ah then, poor soul, what wilt thou say ? 
And to what patron choose to pray ? 
When stars themselves shall stagger, and 
The irftst firm foot no more then stand. 


But Thou givest leave (dread Lord !) that we 25 
Take shelter from Thyself in Thee ; 

And with the wings of Thine Own dove 
Fly to Thy sceptre of soft love. 

VIII 

Dear, remember in that Day 
Who was the cause Thou cam'st this way. 30 
Thy sheep was strayed ; and Thou would’st be 
Even lost Thyself in seeking me. 

XX 

Shall all that labour, all that cost 
Of love, and even that loss, be lost ? 

And this loved soul judged worth no less 3^ 

Than all that way and weariness ? 

X 

Just mercy, then, Thy reckoning be 
With my Price, and not with me ; 

’Twas paid at first with too much pain, 

To be paid twice ; or once, in vain. 40 

XI 

Mercy (my Judge), mercy 1 cry 
With blushing cheek and bleeding eye : 

The conscious colours of my s|p 
Are red without and pale within. 
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XII 

O let Thine own soft bowels pay 45 

Thyself, and so discharge that day. 

If Sin can sigh, Love can forgive : 

O say the word, my soul shall live ! 

XIII 

Those mercies which Thy Mary found, 

Or who Thy cross confess’d and crown’d, 50 

Hope tills my heart, the same loves be 
Still alive, and still for me. 

XVI 

Though both ray prayers and tears combine, ’ 

Both worthless are ; for they are mine. 

But Thou Thy bounteous Self still be ; 55 

And show Thou art, by saving me. 

XV 

O when Thy last frown shall proclaim 
The flocks of goats to folds of flame, 

And all Thy lost sheef found shall be ; 

Let, “ Come, ye blessed,” then call me. 60 

XVI 

When the dread ** He ” shall divide 
Those limbs of death from Thy left side ; 

Let those life-speaking lips command 
That I inherit Thy right hand, 

XVII 

O hear a suppliant heart, all crusht 65 

And crumbled into contrite dust. 

My Hope, my Faar, my Judge, my Friend ! 

Take charge of me, and of my end. 
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THE HYMN, O GLORIOSA DOMINA 

Hail, most high, most humble one ! 

Above the world, below thy Son ; 

Whose blush the moon beauteously mars, 

And stains the timorous light of stars. 

He that made all things had not done 5 

Till He had made Himself thy Son. 

The whole World’s host would be thy guest, 

And^, board Himself at thy rich breast. 

O boundless hospitality ! 

The Feast of all things feeds on thee. lo 

The first Eve, mother of our Fall, ^ 

Ere she bore any one, slew all. 

Of her unkind gift might we have 
Th’ inheritance of a hasty grave : 

Quick buried in the wanton tomb 15 

Of one forbidden bit, 

Had not a better fruit forbidden it. 

Had not thy healt(iful womb 
The World’s new eastern window been, 

And given us heaven again in giving Him. 20 
Thine was the rosy dawn, that spring the day 
Which renders ail the stars she stole away. 

Let then the agM World be wise, and all 
Prove nobly here unnatural : 

’Tis gratitude to forget that other, 2 $ 

And call the maiden Eve their mother. 

Ye redeem’d nations far and near, 

Applaud your happy selves in her ; 

(All you to Whom this love btlongs) 

And keep ’t alive with lasting songs. 


30 
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Let hearts and lips speak loud and say, 

Hail, door of life, and source of Day ! 

The door was shut, the fountain seal’d, 

Yet Light was seen and Life reveal’d. 

[The door was shut, yet let in day], 35 

The fountain seal’d, yet life found way. 

Glory to thee, great virgin’s Son ! 

In bosom of Thy Father’s Bliss. 

The same to Thee, sweet Spirit ! be done ; 

As eve^shall be, was, and is. Amen. 40 


IN THE GLORIOUS ASSUMPTION 
OF OUR BLESSED LADY 

THK HYMN 

Hark 1 she is call’d, the parting hour is come ; 

Take thy farewell, poor World, Heaven must go 
home. 

A piece of heavenly earth, purer and brighter 
^han the chaste stars wh^se choice lamps come to 
light her, 

While through the crystal orbs clearer than they 5 
She climbs, and makes a far more Milky Way. 

She’s call’d ! Hark, how the dear immortal Dove 
Sighs to his silver mate ; “ Rise up, my love ! 

Rise up, my fair, my spotless one ! 

The Winter’s past, the rain is gone : 10 

The Spring is come, the flowers appear, 

No sweets, but thou, are wahting here. 

Come away, my love ! 

> Come awa3(, my dove ! 

Cast off delay ; 15 
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The court of Heaven is come 
To wait upon thee home ; 

Come, come away : 

The flowers appear, 

Or quickly would, wert thou once here. 2C 

The Spring is come, or if it slay 
*Tis to keep time with thy delay. 

The rain is gone, except so much as we 
Detain in needful tears to weep the want of thee. 

The Winter’s past, 2 $ 

Or if he make less haste 
His ansWer is why she does so. 

If Summer come not, how can Winter go ? 

Come away, come away ! 

The shrill winds chide, the waters weep thy stay ; 30 
The fountains murmur, and each loftiest tree 
Bows lowest his leafy top to look for thee. 

Come away, my love ! 

Come away, my dove 1 etc. 

She's call’d again. And will she go ? 35^ 

When Heaven bids come, wfco can say no ? 

Heaven calls her, and she must away, 

Heaven will not, and she cannot stay. 

Go then ; go, glorious on the golden wings 

Of the bright youth of Heaven, that sings 40 

Under so sweet a burthen. Go, 

Since thy dread Son will have it so ; 

And while thou go’st, our song and we 
Will, as we may, reach after thee. 

Hail, holy queen of humble hearts ! 45 

We in thy praise will have our parts. 

[And though thy dearest looks ntust now give light 
To none but the blest heavens, whose bright 
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Beholders, lost in sweet delight, 

I^’ced for ever their fair sight 50 

With those divinest eyes, which we 
And our dark world no more shafl see ; 

Though our poor eyes are parted so, 

Yet shall our lips never let go 

Thy gradous name, but to the last 55 

Our loving song shall hold it fast.] 

Thy precious name shall be 
•Thyself to us ; and we 

With holy care will keep it by u|, 

We to the last 60 

Will bold it fast. 

And no Assumption shall deny us. 

All the sweetest showers 
Of our fairest flowers 

Will we strow upon it, 65 

Though our sweets cannot make 
It sweeter, they can take 
Themselves new sweetness from it. 

» 

Maria, men and angels sing, 

Maria, mother of our King. 70 

Live, rosy princess, live ! and may the bright 
Crown of a most incomparable light 
Embrace thy radiant browns, O may the best 
Of everlasting joys bathe thy white breast. 

Live, our chaste love, the holy mirth 75 

Of Heaven ; the humble pride of Earth. 

Live, crown of women ; queen of men ; 

Live, mistress of our song. And when 
Our weak desires ^ave done their best, 

Sweet angels come, and sing the rest. 


80 
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SAINT MARY MAGDALENE, OR THE 
WEEPER 

Lo I where a wounded heart with bleeding eyes conspire, 
Is she a flaniing fountain, or a weeping fire ? 

THE WEEPER 

I 


llail^ sister springs ! 

Parents of silver-footed rills ! 

Ever-bubbling things ! 

Thawiiig crystal ! snowy hills ! 

Still spending, never spent ! 1 mean 5 

Thy fair eyes, sweet M;;^dalene ! 

II 

Heavens thy fair eyes be ; 

Heavens of ever-falling stars. 

Tis seed-time still with the? ; 

And stars thou sow’st, whose harvest dares 10 
Promise the Earth to countershine 
Whatever makes heaven’s forehead fine. 

HI 

But we are deceivM all : 

Stars indeed they are too true : 

For they but seem to fall, 1 5 

As Heaven’s other spangles do ; 

It is not for our Earth and us, ^ 

To shine in things so jhrecious. 
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IV 

Upwards thou dost weep, ^ 

Heaven's bosom drinks the gentle stream. 
Where th’ milky rivers creep, 

Thine floats above, and is the cream. 
Waters above th’ heavens, what they be 
We are taught best by thy tears and thee. 

V 

Every morn from hence, 

A brisk cherub something sips, 

Whose sacred influence 

Adds sweetness to his sweetest lips ; 

Then to his music ; and his song 
Tastes of this breakfast all day long. 

VI 

Not in the Evening's eyes, 

When they red wit^ weeping are 
For the Sun that dies ; 

Sits Sorrow with a face so fair. 

Nowhere but here did ever meet 
Sweetness so sad, sadness so sweet. 

vn 

When Sorrow would be seen 
In her brightest majestp^ : 

(For she is a Queen) : 

Then is she dress'd by none but thee. 
Then, and only then, she wears 
Her proudest pearls : I mean, thy tears. 
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will 

The dew no more will weep 
The primrose’s pale cheek to deck ; 

"Clhe dew no more will sleep 45 

Nazel’d in the lily’s neck ; 

Much rather would it be thy tear, 

And leave them both to tremble here. 

IX 

There’s no need at all, 

That the balsam-sweating bough 50 

So coyly should let fall 
His med'cinable tears ; for now 
Nature hath learnt to extract a dew 
More sovereign and sweet from you. 

X 

Yet let the poor drops weep, 55 

(Weeping is the ease of Woe) : 

Softly let them creep. 

Sad that they are vanquish’d so. 

They, though to others no relief, 

Balsam may be for their own grief. 60 

XI 

Such the maiden gem 
By the purpling vine put on, 

Peeps from her parent stem, 

And blushes at the bridegroom sun. 

This wat’ry blossom of thy^yne, 65 

Ripe, will make the richer wine. 
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XII 

When some new bright guest 
Takes up among the stais a room, 

And Heaven will make a feast : 

Angels with crystal phials come 70 

And draw from these full eyes of thine, 

Their Master’s water, their own wine. 

XIII 

Ijrolden though he be, 

Golden Tagus murmurs though. 

Were his way by thee, 75 

Content and quiet he would go ; 

So much more rich would he esteem 
Thy silver, than his golden stream. 

XIV 

Well does the May that lies 
Smiling in thy cheeks, confess 80 

The April in thiric eyes ; 

Mutual sweetness they express. 

No April e’er lent kinder showers, 

Nor May returned more faithful flowers. 

XV 

O cheeks ! Beds of chaste loves, 85 

By your own showers seasonably dashed. 

Eyes I Nests of milky doves,. 

In your own wells decently washed. 

O wit of Love ! |hat thus could place 
Fountain and garden in one face. 


90 
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XVI 

O sweet contest ! of woes 
With loves ; of tears with smiles disputing I 
O fair agd friendly foes, 

Each other kissing and confuting ! 

While rain and sunshine, cheeks and eyes, 95 

Close in kind contrarieties. 


But can these fair Floods be 
Friends with the bosom- fires that fill ihee? 

Can so great flames agree 

Eternal tears should thus distil thee? 100 

O floods ! O fires ! O suns ! O showers ! 

Mixed and made friends by Lf>ye’s sweet powers. 

XVlIl 

’Twas his well-pointed dart 
That digged these wells, and dressed this wine ; 
And taught the wounded heart 105 

The way into these weeping eyne. 

Vain loves avaunt ! bold hands forbear ! 

The Lamb hath dipped His white foot here. 

XIX 

And now where’er Tie strays, 

Among the Galilean mountains, 1 10 

Or more unwe^ome ways ; 

He’s followed by two faithful fountains ; 

Two walking baths, two weeping potions, 

Portable, and compendious oceans. 
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XX 

O thou, thy Lord’s fair store ! 

In thy so rich and rare expenses, 

Even when He showed most poor 
He might provoke the wealth of princes. 
What Prince’s wanton’s! pride e’er could 
Wash with silver, wipe with gold ? 

XXI 

Who is that King, but lie 
Who calls’! His crown, to be called thine. 
That thus can boast to be 
Waited on by a wandering mine, 

A voluntary mint, that strews 
Warm, silver showers where’er He goes ? 

XXII 

O precious Prodigal I 
Fair spend-thrift of thyself I thy measure 
(Merciless love !) is all.* 

Even to the last pearl in thy treasure : 

All places, times, and objects be 
Thy tears’ sweet opportunity, 

XXIII 

Does the day-star rise ? 

Still thy tears do fall and fall. 

Does Day close his eyes ? 

Still the fountain weeps for all. 

Let Night or Day do what they will, 

Thou bust thy task ;*thou weepest still. 
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XXIV 

Does thy song lull the air? 

Thy falling tears keep faithful time. 140 
•Does thy sweet-breathed prayer 
Up in clouds of incense climb? 

Still at each sigh, that is, each stop, 

A bead, that is, a tear, does drop. 

XXV 

At these thy weejung gates 145 

* (Watching their watery motion), 

Each winged moment waits : 

Takes his tear, and gets him gone. 

By thine eyes’ tinct ennobled thus. 

Time lays him up ; he’s precious. 150 

XXVI 

Not, “so long she livM,” 

Shall thy tomb report of thee ; ^ 

But, “ so long she^rieved ” ; 

Thus must we date thy memory. 

Others by moments, months, and years 155 
Measure their ages ; thou, by tears. 

XXVII 

So do perfumes expire, 

So sigh tormented sweets, opprest 
With proud unpitying fire, 

Such tears the suffering rose, that’s vext x6o 
With ungentle flames, does shed, 

Sweating in a too warm ifed. 
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XXVI I r 

Say, ye bright brothers. 

The fugitive sons of those fair eyes, 

Your fruitful mothers I “ 165 

What make you here ? what hopes ian ’tice 
You to be born ? what cause can borrow 
You from those nests of noble sorrow ? 

XXIX 

* Whither away so fast ? 

For sure the sordid earth > 17a 

Your sweetness cannot taste, 

Nor does the dust deserve your birth. • 
Sweet, whither haste you then ? O say 
Why you trip so fast away ? 

XXX 

We go not to seek 175 

The darlings of Aurora’s bed, 

The rose’s modest cheek. 

Nor the violet’s humble head. 

Though the field’s eyes too Weepers be, 
Because they w^ant such tears as we. 180 

XXXI 

Much less mean we to trace 
The fortune of inferior gems, 

Preferr’d to some proud face, 

Or perched upon fear’d diadems : 

Crown’d heads are toys. We go to meet 185 
A worthy object, our Lord’s feet. 

I 
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A HYMN TO THE NAME AND 
HONOUR OF THE ADMIRABLE 
SAINT TERESA 


Foundress of the Reformation of the Di&calced 
Carmelites, both men and women ; a woman 
for angelical height of speculation, for masculine 
courage of performance, more than a woman, who 
yet a child outran maturity, and durst plot a 
martyrdom. 

Love, thtm art absolute sole lord 
Of life and death. To prove the word 
We’ll now appeal to none of all 
Those thy old soldiers, great and tall. 

Ripe men of martyrdom, that could reach down 5 
With strong arms their triumphant crown ; 

Such as could with lusty breath, 

Speak loud into the face of Death 

Their great Lord’s glorious name, to none 

Of those whose spacious bosoms spread a throne 10 

For Love at large to fill ; spare blood and sweat : 

And see him take a private seat, 

Making his mansion in the mild 
And milky soul of a soft child. 

Scarce has she learnt to lisp the name 15 

Of martyr ; yet she thinks it shame 
Life should so long play with that breath 
Which spent can buy so brave a death. 

She never undertook to know 

What Death with Love should have to do ; 20 

Nor has she e’er yet understood 

Why to show love, she should sheS blood, 
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Vet though she cannot tell you why, 

She can love, and she can die. 

Scarce has she blood enough to make 
A guilty sword blush for her sake ; 

Yet has she a heart dares hope to prove 
How much less strong is Death than Love. 

Be Love but there ; let poor six years 
Be posed with the matures! fears 
Man trembles at, you straight shall find 
Love kno^s no nonage, nor the mind ; 

’Tis love, not years or limbs that can 
Make the martyr, or the man. 

Love touched her heart, and lo it beats 
High, and burns with such brave heats ; 
Such thirsts to die, as dares drink up 
A thousand cold deaths in one cup. 

Good reason ; for she breathes all fire ; 

Her white breast heaves with strong desire 
Of what she may, with fruitless wishes. 

Seek for amongst her mother’s kisses. 

• Since ’tis not to be ha<^ at home 
She’ll travel to a martyrdom. 

No home for her’s confesses she 
But where she may a martyr be. 

She’ll to the Moors ; and trade with them 
For this unvalued diadem ; 

She’ll offer them her dearest breath, 

With Christ’s name in’t, in change for death 
She’ll bargain with them, and will give 
Them God ; teach them how, to live 
In Him : or, if they this deny, 

For Him she’ll teach them how to die. 

So shall she leave amongst them sown 
Her Lord’s blood ; or at least her own. 
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Farewell then, all the World adieu ! 

Teresa is no more for you. 

Farewell, all pleasures, sports, and joys 
(Never till now esteemM toys) 

[Farewellf whatever dear may be,] 

Mother’s arms, or father's knee : 

Farewell house, and farewell home ! 

She’s for the Moors, and martyrdom. 

Sweet, not so fast ! lo, thy fair Spouse, 
Whom thou seek’sl with so swift vows ; 

Calls thee back, and bids thee come 
T’ embrace a milder martyrdom. 

Blest powers forbid, thy tender life 
Should bleed upon a barbarous knife ; 

Or some base hand have power to rase 
Thy breast’s chaste cabinet, and uncase 
A soul kept there so sweet : O no, 

Wise Heaven will never have it so. 

Thou art Love’s victim ; and must die 
A death more mystical and high : 

Into Love’s arms thou shait let fall 
A still-surviving funeral. 

His is the dart must make the death 
Whose stroke shall taste thy hallowed breath 
A dart thrice dipp’d in that rich flame 
Which writes thy Spouse’s radiant name 
Upon the roof of Heaven, where aye 
It shines ; and with a sovereign ray 
Beats bright upon the burning faces 
Of souls which in that Name’s sweet graces 
Find everlasting smiles : so rare, 

So spiritual, pure, and flsiir 
Must be th’ immortal instrument* 

Upon whose choice point shall be sent 
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A life so loved : and that there be 
Fit executioners for thee, 

The fairest and first-born sons of fire, 

Blest seraphim, shall leave their quire, 

And turn Love’s soldiers, upon thee 95 

To exercise their archery. 

O how oft shall thou complain 
Of a sweet and subtle pain : 

Of intolerable joys ; 

Of a de^lh, in which who dies 100 

Loves his death, and dies again, 

And would for ever so be slain. 

And lives, and dies ; and knows not why 
To live, but that he thus may nevei leave to die. 

How kindly will thy gentle heart J05 

Kiss the sweetly-killing dart, 

And close in his embraces keep 

Those delicious wounds, that w’eep 

Balsam lo heal themselves wdth ; thus 

When these thy deaths, so numerous, no 

Shall all at last die into one, 

And melt thy soul’s sweet mansion ; 

Like a soft lump of incense, hasted 
By too hot a fire, and wasted 

Into perfuming clouds, so fast 1 1 5 

Shalt thou exhale to Heaven at last 
In a resolving sigh, and then 
O what ? Ask not the tongues of men ; 

Angels cannot tell ; suffice 

Thyself shall feel thine own full joys, 120 

And hold them fast for ever there, 

So .soon as thou shall first appear, 

The moon of mai<kn stars, thy white 
Mistress, attended by such bright 
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Souls as thy shining self, shall come, 1 25 

And in her first ranks make thee room ; 

Where ’mongst her snowy family 
Immortal welcomes wait for thee. 

O what delight, when revealed Life shall stand, 

And teach thy lips Heaven with His hand ; 130 

On which thou now may'st to thy wishes 
Heap up thy consecrated kisses. 

What joys shall seize thy soul, when she, 

Bending her blessed eyes on Thee, 

(Those second smiles of Heaven,) shall dart 135 
Her miM 5 rays through Thy melting heart. 

Angels, thy old friends, there shall greet thee, 

Glad at their own home now to meet thee. 

All thy good works which went before 
And waited for thee, at the door, 140 

Shall own thee there ; and all in one 
Weave a constellation 

Of crowns, with which the King thy Spouse 
Shall build up thy triumphant brows. 

All thy old woes shall now smile on thee, 145 • 
And thy pains sit bright upoii thee, 

[All thy sorrows here shall shine, ] 

All thy sufferings be divine : 

Tears shall take comfort, and turn gems, 

And wrongs repent to diadems, 1 50 

Even thy deaths shall live ; and new- 
Dress the soul, that erst they slew. 

Thy wounds shall blush to such bright scars 
As keep account of the Lamb’s wars. 

Those rare works where thou shah leave writ 155 
Love’s noble history, with wit 
Taught thee by none but Him, wjiile here 
They feed our souls, shall clothe thine there. 



HYMN TO SAINT TERESA 


135 


B2ach heavenly word, by whose hid dame 

Our hard hearts shall strike fire, the same 160 

Shall flourish on thy brows, and be 

Both fire to us and flame to thee •, 

Whose light shall live bright in thy fia.ce 
By glory, in our hearts by grace. 

Thou shalt look round about, and see 165 

Thousands of crown’d souls throng to be 
Themselves thy crown : sons of thy vows, 

The virgin -births with which thy sovereign Spouse 

Made fr&tful thy fair soul. Go now 

And with them all about thee, bow 170- 

To Him ; put on, (He’ll say,) put on 

(My rosy love) that thy rich zone 

Sparkling with the sacred flames 

Of thousand souls, whose happy names 

Heaven keep upon thy score : (Thy blight 175 

Life brought them first to kiss the light, 

That kindled them to stars,) and so 
Thou with the Lamb, thy Lord, shall go, 

And whereso’er He sets His white 

Steps, walk with Him those ways of light, 1 80 

Which who in death would live to see. 

Must learn in life to die like thee. 
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AN APOLOGY FOR THE FOREGOING 
HYMN 

AS HAVING BEEN WRIT WHEN THE AUTHOR WAS 
YET AMONG THE J'ROTESTANTS 

Thus have I back again to thy bright name, 

{Fair flood of holy fires !) transfus’d ihe flame 
I took from reading thee ; ’tis to thy wrongs 
I know, that in my weak and worthless song 
Thou hAe art set to shine, where thy full day 5 
Scarce dawns. O pardon, if I dare to say 
Thine own dear l»ooks are guilty. For from thence 
I learn’d to know that Love is eloquence. 

That hopeful maxim gave me heart to try 
If, what to other tongues is tuned so high, lO 

Thy praise might not speak English too : forbid 
(By all thy mysteries that there lie hid) 

Forbid it, mighty Love ! let no fond hate 
Of names and words so far ^rejudicate. 

Souls are not Spaniards too : one friendly flood 15 
Of baptism blends them all into a blood. 

Christ's faith makes but one lx)dy of all souls, 

And Love’s that body’s soul ; no law controls 
Our free traffic for Heaven ; we may maintain 
Peace, sure, with piety, though it come from Spain. 20 
What soul soe’er, in any language, can 
Speak lleav’n like hcr’s, is my soul’s countryman. 

O *tis not Spanish, but ’tis Heav’n she speaks ! 

’Tis Heav’n that lies in ambush there, and breaks 
From thence into the wondering reader’s breast ; 25 

Who feels his warm heart [hatch’d] into a nest 
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Of little eagles and young loves, whose high 
Flights scorn the lazy dust, and things that die. 

There are enow whose draughts (as deep as Hell) 
Drink up all Spain in sack. Let my soul swell 30 
With thee, strong wine of Love : let others «wim 
In puddles ; we will pledge this seraphim 
Bowls full of richer blood than blush of grape 
Was ever guilty of. Change we too our shape, 

(My soul,) Some drink from men to beasts, O then 35 
Drink we till we prove moie, not less than men, 

And turif not beasts, but angels. Let the King 
Me ever into these His cellars bring, 

Where flows such wine as we can have of none 

But Him Who (rod the wine-press all alone : * 40 

Wine of youth, life, and the sweet deaths of Love ; 

Wine of immortal mixture ; which can prove 

Its tincture from the rosy nectar ; wine 

That can exalt weak earth ; and so refine 

Our dust, that, at one draught, Mortality 45 

May drink itself up, and forget to die. 


THE FLAMING HEART 

UPON THE BOOK AND PICTURE OF THE SERAPHICAL 
SAINT TERESA, AS SHE IS USUALLY EXPRESSED 
WITH A SERAPHIM BESIDE HER 

Well-meaning readers ! you that come as friends, 
And catch the precious name this piece pretends ; 
Make not too much^ haste to admire 
That fiiir-cheek’d fallacy of fire. 
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That is a seraphim, they say, S 

And this the great Teresia. 

Readers, be ruled by me ; and make 
Here a well -placed and wise mistake ; 

You muit transpose the picture quite, 

And spell it wrong to read it right ; lo 

Read him for her, and her for him, 

And call the saint the seraphim. 

Painter, what didst thou understand 
To put her dart into his hand ? 

See, even the years and size of him 15 

Shows this the mother-seraphim. 

Tliis is the mistress-flame ; and duteous he 
Her happy fire-works, here, comes down to see. 

O most poor-spirited of men ! 

Had thy cold pencil kiss’d her pen, 20 

Thou couldst not so unkindly err 
To show us this faint shade for her. 

Why, man, this speaks pure mortal frame ; 

And mocks with female frost Love’s manly flame. 

One would suspect thou meant’st Lo paint 25* 

Some weak, inferior, woman-saint. 

But had thy pale-faced purple took 

Fire from the burning cheeks of that bright book, 

Thou wouldst on her have heap’d up all 

That could be form’d seraphical ; 30 

Whate’er this youth of fire wears fair, 

Rosy fingers, radiant hair. 

Glowing cheeks, and glLst’ring wings, 

All those fair and fragrant things. 

But before all, that fiery dart 35 

Had fill’d the hand of this great heart. 

Do then, as equal right requii^s ; 

Since his the blushes be, and her’s the fires, 
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Resume and rectify thy rude design ; 

Undress thy seraphim into mine ; 40 

Redeem this injury of thy art, 

Give him the veil, give her the daft-t. 

Give him the veil, that he may cover 
The red cheeks of a rivaird lover ; 

Ashamed that our world now can show 45 

Nests of new seraphims here below. 

Give her the dart, for it is she 
(F’air youth) shoots both thy shaft and thee ; 

Say, all yt wise and welbpierced hearts 

That live and die amidst her darts, So 

What is*t your tasteful spirits do prove 

In that rare life of her, and Love ? 

Say, and bear witness. Sends she not 
A scraphin^ at every shot ? 

What magazines of immortal arms there shine ! 55 

Heaven’s great artillery in each love-spun line. 

Give then the dart to her who gives the flame ; 

Give him the veil, who gives the shame. 

» But if it be the frequent fate 
Of worse faults to be fortunate ; 60 

If all’s prescription ; and proud wrong 
Harkens not to an humble song ; 

For all the gallantry of him, 

Give me the suffering seraphim. 

His \ys the bravery of all those bright things, 65 
The glowing cheeks, the glistering wings ; 

The rosy hand, the radiant dart ; 

Leave her alone the flaming heart. 

Leave her that ; and thoii shalt leave her 
Not one loose shaft, but Love’s whole quiver ; 70 

For in l-ove’s field yas never found 
A nobler weapon than a wound. 
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Love’s passives are his activ’st part ; 

The wounded is the wounding heart. 

O heart ! equal poise of Love’s both parts, 75 

Big alike with wound and darts. 

Live ii#*these conquering leaves ; live all the same ; 
And walk through all tongues one triumphant flame. 
Live here great heart ; and love, and die, and kill ; 
And bleed, and wound ; and yield and conquer 
still. 80 

Let this immortal life where’er it comes ^ 

Walk in a crowd of loves and martyrdoms. 

Let mystic deaths wait on’t ; and wise souls be 
The love-slain witnesses of this life of thee. 

O sweet incendiary I show here thy art, 85 

Upon this carcass of a hard cold heart ; 

Let all thy scatter’d shafts of light that play 
Among the leaves of thy large books of day, 
Combined against this breast at once break in 
And take away from me myself and sin ; 90 

This gracious robbery shall thy bounty be, 

And my best fortunes suclj fair spoils of me. 

O thou undaunted daughter of desires ! 

By all thy dower of lights and fires ; 

By all the eagle in thee, all the dove ; 95 

By all thy lives and deaths of love ; 

By thy large draughts of intellectual day, 

And by thy thirsts of love more large than they ; 

By all thy brim-filled bowls of fierce desire, 

By thy last morning’s draught of liquid fire ; roo 

By the full kingdom of that final kiss 

That seized thy parting soul, and seal’d thee His ; 

By all the heav’ns thou hast in ^im 
<Fair sister of the seraphim !) 
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By all of I"J im we have in thee ; 
I^ave nothing of myself in me. 
Let me so read thy life, that I 
Unto all life of mine may die,* 


A SONG [OF DIVINE LOVE] 

Lord j when the sense of Thy sweet grace 
Sends up my soul to seek Thy face, 

Thy blessM eyes breed such desire, 

I die in Love’s delicious fire. 

O Love, I am thy sacrifice ! 

Be still triumphant, blessed eyes ! 

Still shine on me, fair suns ! that I 
Still may behold, though still I die. 


SECOND PART 

Though still I die, I Uve again ; 
Still longing so to be still slain ; 

So gainful is such loss of breath ; 

I die even in desire of death. 

Still live in me this loving strife 
Of living death and dying life j 
For while Thou sweetly slayest me 
Dead to myself, I live in Thee. 
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PRAYER 

AN ODE WHICH WAS PREFIXED TO A LITTLE 
PRAYER-BOOK GIVEN TO A YOUNG GENTLEWOMAN 

Lo here a little volnme, but great book ! 

[(Fear it not, sweet. 

It is no hypocrite), 

Much laj^er in Itself than in its look.] 

A nest of new-born sweets ; 5 

Whose native fires disdaining 
To lie thus folded, and complaining 
Of these ignoble sheets, 

Affect more comply bands 

(Fair one) from thy kind hands ; lo 

And confidently look 

To find the rest 

Of a rich binding in your breast. 

It is, in one choice handful. Heaven ; and all 
Heaven’s royal host; encamp’d thus small IS 

To prove that true, Schools use to tell. 

Ten thousand angels in one point can dwell. 

It is Love’s great artillery 

Which here contracts itself, and comes to lie 

Close-couched in your white bosom ; and from 

thence, ao 

As from a snoviry fortress of defence, 

Against the ghostly foes to take your part, 

And fortify the hold of your chaste heart. 

It is an armoury of light ; « 

Let constant use but keep it bright. 
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You’ll find it yields, 

To holy hands and humble hearts, 

More swords and shields 
Than sin hath snares, or Hell hath*darts. 

Only be sure 30 

The hands be pure 

That hold these weapons ; and the eyes 
Those of turtles, chaste and true ; 

Wakeful and wise : 

Here is a friend shall fight for you, 35 

Hold but tills book before your heart, 

Let prayer alone to play his part ; 

But O the heart, 

That studies this high art. 

Must be a sure house-keeper : 40 

And yet no sleeper. 

Dear soul, be strong 1 
Mercy will come ere long. 

And bring his bosom fraught with blessings. 

Flowers of never-fading graces, 45 

^To make immortal dressings 
For worthy souls, whose wise embraces 
Store up themselves for Him, Who is alone 
The Spouse of virgins, and the virgin’s Son. 

But if the noble Bridegroom, when He come, 50 
Shall find the loitering heart from home ; 

Leaving her chaste abode 
To gad abroad 

Among the gay mates of the god of flies ; 

To take her pleasure, and to play 55 

And keep the devil’s holiday ; 

To dance [in] th’ sunshine of some smiling 
But beguiling 
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Sphere of sweet and sugar’d lies ; 

Some slippery pair, 60 

Of false, perhaps as feir, 

Flattering but forswearing, eyes ; 

Doubtle^ some other heart 
Will get the start 

Meanwhile, and stepping in before, 65 

Will take possession of that sacred store 
Of hidden sweets and holy joys ; 

Words which arc not heard with ears 
(Those tumultuous shops of noise) 

EfFectujft whispers, whose still voice 70 

The soul itself more feels than hears ; 

Amorous languishments, luminous trances; 

Sights which are not seen with eyes ; 

Spiritual and soul-piercing glances, 

Whose pure and subtle lightning flies 75 

Home to the heart, and sets the house on fire 
And melts it down in sweet desire : 

Yet does not stay 

To ask the windows’ leave to pass that way ; ' 

Delicious deaths, soft exhalations 80 

Of soul ; dear and divine annihilations ; 

A thousand unknown riles 
Of joys, and rarified delights ; 

An hundred thousand goods, glories, and graces ; 

And many a mystic thing, 85 

Which the divine embraces 
Of the dear Spouse of spirits, with them will bring ; 

For which it is no shame 
That dull mortality must not know a name. 

Of all this store 90 

Of blessings, and ten thousand more 



PR A YER 


I 4 S 


(If when He come 

He find the heart from home) 

Doubtless He will unload 

Himself some otherwhere, " 95 

And pour abroad ' 

His precious sweets 
On the fair soul whom first He meets. 

O fair I O fortunate ! O rich ! O dear ! 

O happy and thrice-happy she, 100 

Selected dove 
Who*^r she he, 

Whose early love > 

With winged vows, 

Makes haste to meet her morning Spouse, * 105 
And close with His immortal kisses. 

Happy indeed who never misses 
To improve that precious hour. 

And every day 

Seize her sweet prey, l lo 

All fresh and fragrant as He rises, 

Dropping with a balmy shower 
• A delicious dew of spices ; 

O let the blissful heart hofi fast 

Her heavenly armful ; she shall taste 115 

At once ten thousand paradises ; 

She shall have power 
To rifle and deflow'er 

The rich and roseal spring of those rare sweets. 
Which with a swelling bosom there she meets : 120 

Boundless and infinite — 

-^Bottomless treasures 
V Of pure inebriating pleasures.' 

Happy proof I she shall discover 
What joy, what^liss, 

How many heavens at cmce it is 
To have her God become her Lover. 

K 


125 
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TO THE SAME PARTY 

C&UNSKX CONCERNING HER CHOICE 

Dear> Heaven designed soul ! 

Amongst the rest 

Of suitors that besiege your maiden breast 
Why may not I 
My fortune try 

And venture to speak one good word, 

Not for myself, alas ! but for my dearer Lord ? 
You have seen already in this lower sphere 
Of froth and bubblesi what to look for here : 
Say, gentle soul, what can you find 
But painted shapes, 

Peacocks and apes, 

Illustrious flies. 

Gilded dunghills, glorious lies ; 

Goodly surmises 
And deep disguises, 

Oaths of water, words of wind ? 

Truth bids me say ’tis time you cease to trust 
Your soul to any son of dust. 

’Tis time you listen to a braver love. 

Which from above 
Calls you up higher 
And bids you come 
And choose your room 
Among His own fair sons of fire ; 

Where you among 
The golden throng, 
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That watches at His palace doors 
May pass along. 

And follow those fair stars of yours ; 30 

Stars much too fair and pure to wait upon 
The false smiles of a sublunary sun. 

Sweet, let me prophesy that at last*t will prove 
Your wary love 

Lays up his purer and more precious vows, 35 

And means them for a far more worthy Spouse 
Than this JSTorld of lies can give ye ; 

Even for Him, with Whom nor cost. 

Nor love, nor labour can be lost ; 

Him Who never will deceive ye. 40 

Let not my Lord, the mighty Lover 
Of souls, disdain that I discover 
The hidden art 

Of His high stratagem to win your heart ; 

It was His heavenly art 45 

Kindly to cross you 
In your mistaken love ; 

That, at the next jemove 
Thence, He might toss you 
And strike your troubled heart 50 

Home to Himself, to hide it in His breast, 

The bright ambrosial nest 
Of Love, of life, and everlasting rest. 

Happy mistake ! 

It ''*' That thus shall wake 55 

Your wise soul, never to be won 
Now with a love below the sun. 

Your first choice fails ; O when you choose again 
May’it not be amongs^ the sons of men I 
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ALEXIAS 

THE COyPLAINT OF THE FORSAKEN WIFE OF 
SAINT AI.EXIS 

THE FIRST ELEGY 

1 , late the Roman youth’s lov’d praise and pride, 
Whom long none could obtain, though thousands 
tried ; ^ 

Lo, here am left (alas !) for my lost mate 
’T embface my tears, and kiss an unkind fate. 

Sure in my early woes stars were at strife, 5 

And tried to make a widow ere a wife. 

Nor can I tell (and this new tears doth breed) 

In what strange path my lord’s fair footsteps bleed. 

0 knew I where he wander’d, I should see 

Some solace in my sorrow’s certainty : lO 

I’d send my woes in words should weep for me, 

(Who knows how powerful well-writ prayers would 
be?) 

Sending’s too slow a word ; myself wpuld fly. 

Who knows my own heart’s woes so well as I ? 

But how shall I steal hence ? Alexis, thou, 15 

Ah, thou thyself, alas ! hast taught me how. 

Love too, that leads the [way,] would lend the wings 
To bear me harmless through the hardest things. 

And where Love lends the wing, and leads the waijr, 
What dangers can there be dare say me nay ? 20 

If I be shipwreck’d, Love shall teach to swim ; 

If drown’d, sweet is the death endured for him ; 

The noted sea shall change his name with me ; 

1 ’mongst the blest stars a new name shall be ; 
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And sure where lovers make their wat’ry graves, 25 
The weeping mariner will augment the waves. 

For who so hard, but passing by that way 
Will take acquaintance of my woes, and say^ 

“Here ’t was the Roman maid found a hard fate, 
While through the World she sought her wandering 
mate ; 30 

Here perish’d she, poor heart ; Heavens, be my vows 
As true to me as she was to her spouse. 

O live, scftrare a love I live ! and in thee 
The too frail life of female constancy. ^ 

Farewell ; and shine, fair soul, shine there above, 35 
Firm in thy crown, as here fast in thy love.. 

There thy lost fugitive th’ hast found at last ; 

Be happy ; and forever hold him fast.” 

rUE SECOND ELKC.Y 

Though all the joys I had Bed hence with thee, 
Unkind ! yet are my tears still true to me : 

• I’m wedded o’er again since thou art gone. 

Nor couldst thou, cruel, ItXive me quite alone. 

Alexis’ widow now is Sorrow’s wife ; 5 

With him shall I weep out my weary life. 

Welcome, my sad-sweet mate ! Now have I got 
At last a constant Love, that leaves me not : 

Firm he, as thou art false ; nor need my cries 
Thus vex the Earth and tear the [beauteous] skies. 10 
For him, alas ! ne’er shall I need to be 
Troublesome to the world, thus, as for thee ; 

For thee I talk to trees ; with silent groves 
Expostulate my woes and much'wrong’d loves ; 

Hills and relentltess fbeks, or if there be 
Things that in hardness more allude to thee, 


15 
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To these I talk in tears, and tell my pain, 

And answer too for them in tears again. ^ 

How oft have I wept out the weary sun ! 

My wat*ry hour-glass hath old Time outrun. 20 
O 1 am ?earn^d grown : poor Love and 1 
Have studied over all Astrology ; 

Fm perfect in Heaven’s state, with every star 
My skilful grief is grown familiar. 

Rise, fairest of those fires ; whate’er thou be 25 
Whose rosy beam shall point my sun to mej^j 
Such as the sacred light that erst did bring 
The EaStern princes to their infant King. 

O rise, pure lamp, and lend thy golden ray, 

That weary Love at last may find his way. 30 

THE THIRD ELEGY 

Rich, churlish Land, that hid’st so long in thee 
My treasures ; rich, alas, by robbing me. 

Needs must my miseries owe that man a spite, 
Who’er he be, was the first wand’ring knight, 

O had he ne’er been at that> cruel cost 5 

Nature’s virginity had ne’er been lost ; 

Seas had not been rebuked by saucy oars, 

But lain lock’d up safe in their sacred shores ; 

Men had not spurn’d at mountains : nor made wars 
With rocks, nor bold hands struck the W^orld’s strong 
bars, 10 

Nor lost in too large bounds, our little Rome 
Full sweetly with itself had dwelt at home. 

My poor Alexis then, in peaceful life, 

Had under some low roof loved his plain wife ; 

But now, ah me ! from where herhas no foes 
He flies, and into wilful exile goes. 


*5 
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Cruel, return, or tell the reason why 
Thy deadest parents have deserved to die. 

And I, what is my crime I cannot tell, 

Unless it be a crime t’ have loved too well. 20 

If heats of holier love and high desire 
Make big thy fair breast with immortal fire, 

What needs my virgin lord fly thus from me, 

Who only wish his virgin wife to be ? 

Witness, chaste Heavens ! no happier vows I know 25 
Than to ^ virgin grave untouch’d to go. 

Love’s truest knot by Venus is not tied ; 

Nor do embraces only make a bride. 

The queen of angels (and men chaste as you) 

Was maiden- wife, and maiden -mother too.* 3a 

Cecilia, glory of her name and blood. 

With happy gain her maiden vows made good. 

The lusty bridegroom made approach — ** Young man, 
Take heed ” (said she) take heed, Valerian ! 

My bosom’s guard, a spirit great and strong, 35 
Stands arm’d to shield me from all wanton wrong. 

' My chastity is sacred ; and my Sleep 
Wakeful, her dear vows undefiled to keep. 

Pallas bears arms, forsooth ; and should there be 
No fortress built for true Virginity ? 40 

No gaping Gorgon this : none like the rest 
Of your leam’d lies. Here you’ll find no such jest. 
I’m yours : O were my God, my Christ so too, 

I’d know no name of Love on Earth but you.” 

He yields, and straight baptized, obtains the grace 45 
To gaze on the fair soldier’s glorious face. 

Both mix’d at last their'blood in one rich bed 
Of ro^ martyrdom, twice married. 

O bum our Hymen bright in such high flame, 

Thy torch, tenestrial Love, has here no name. 50 
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How sweet the mutual yoke of man and wife, 

When holy fires maintain Love’s heavenly li^ I 
But I (so help me Heaven my hopes to see), 

When thousands sought my love, loved none but thee. 
Still, as fceir vain tears my firm vows did tiy, 55 
“Alexis, he alone is mine” (said I). 

Half true, alas ! half false, proves that poor line, 
Alexis is alone ; but is not mine. 


DESCRIPTION OF A RELIGIOUS 
HOUSE AND CONDITION OF LIFE 

(OUT OF BARCLAY) 

No roofs of gold o’er riotous tables shining, 

Whole days and suns devour’d with endless dining ; 
No sails of Tyrian silk proud pavements sweeping, 
Nor ivory couches costlier slumbers keeping ; 

False lights of flaring gems ; tumultuous joys ; 5 

Halls full of flattering men and frisking boys ; 
Whate’er false shows of short and slippery good 
Mix the mad sons of men in mutual blood. 

But walks and unshorn woods ; and souls, just so 
Unforced and genuine ; but not shady though. 10 
Our lodgings hard and homely as our fiire, 

That chaste and cheap, as the few clothes we wear ; 
Those, coarse and negligent, as the natural locks 
Of these loose groves ; rough as th’ unpolish’d rocks. 
A hasty portion of prescribed sleep ; 15 

Obedient slumbers, that can wake and weep, 

And sing, and sigh, and work, ai^ sleep again ; 

Still rolling a round sphere of still-returning pain. 
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Hands full of hearty labours ; pains that pay 
And prizj themselves ; do much, that more they 

may, 20 

And work for work, not wages ; let to-morrow’s 
New drops wash off' the sweat of this day’s sorrows. 

A long and daily-dying life, which breathes 
A respiration of reviving deaths. 

But neither are there those ignoble stings 25 

That nip the blossom of the World’s best things, 

And lash Ji)arth-labouring souls. 

No cruel guard of diligent cares, that keep 
Crown’d woes awake, as things too wise for sfeep : 
But reverent discipline, and religious fear, 30 

And soft obedience, find sweet biding here/. 

Silence, and sacred rest ; peace, and pure joys ; 

Kind loves keep house, lie close, [and] make no 
noise ; 

And room enough for monarchs, while none swells 
Beyond the kingdoms of contentful cells. 35 

The self-rememb’ring soul sweetly recovers 
Her kindred with the stars ; not basely hovers 
Below : but meditates her immortal way 
Home to the original source of Light and intellectual 
day. 
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AN* EPITAPH UPON A YOUNG 
MARRIED COUPLE 

DEAD AND BURIED TOGETHER 

To these, whom Death again did wed. 

This grave’s their second marriage-bed^ 

For though the hand of Fate could force 
’T^ixt soul and body, a divorce. 

It could not sunder man and wife, 5 

’Cause they both lived but one life. 

Peace, good Reader, do not weep. 

Peace, the lovers are asleep ! 

They, sweet turtles, folded lie 

In the last knot Love could tie. lO 

And though they lie as they were dead, 

Their pillow stone, their sheets of lead : 

(Pillow hard, and sheets not warm) 

Love made the bed ; they’ll take no harm ; 

Let them sleep : let them sleep on, 15 

Till this stormy night be gone, 

Till the eternal morrow dawn ; 

Then the curtains will be drawn 
And they wake into a light, 

Whose Day shall never die in Night. 


20 
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DEATH’S LECTURE AND THE 
FUNERAL OF A VOUNG 
GENTLEMAN 

Dear relics of a dislodged soul, whose lack 
Makes many a mourning paper put on black I 
O stay aAvhile, ere thou draw in thy head. 

And wind thyself up close in thy cold bed. 

Stay but a little while, until I call 5 

A summons worthy of thy funeral. 

Come then, Youth, Beauty, and Blood, all ye soft 
powers, 

Whose silken flatteries swell a few fond hours 
Into a &lse eternity. Come man ; 

Hyperbolised nothing ! know thy span ! 10 

Take thine ow'n measure here, down, down, and bow 
Before thyself in thine idea ; thou 
Huge emptiness ! contraet thy bulk ; and shrink 
All thy wild circle to a point. O sink 
, Lower and lower yet ; tUl thy lean size 15 

Call Heaven to look on thee with narrow eyes. 

L^er and lesser yet ; till thou begin 
To show a face, fit to confess thy kin, 

Thy neighbourhood to Nothing I 

Proud looks, and lofty eyelids, here put on 20 

Yourselves in your unfeign’d reflection ; 

Here, gallant ladies ! this unpartial glass 
(Through all your painting) shows you your true face. 
The^e death-seal’d lips are they dare give the lie 
To the loud boasts of poor Mortality ; 2 $ 
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These curtain’d windows, this retired eye 
Out-slares the lids of large-look’d Tyranny : ^ 

This posture is the brave one ; this that lies 
Thus loM^ stands up (methinks) thus, and defies 
The Wond. All-daring dust and ashes ! only you 30 
Of all interpreters read Nature true. 


TEMPERANCE 

OF THEJfc CHEAP PHYSICIAN, UPON THE TRANSLA- 
TION OF LESSIUS 

Go now, and with some daring drug, 

Bait thy disease, and whilst they tug, 

Thou, to maintain their precious strife 
Spend the dear treasures of thy life : 

Go take physic, doat upon 5 

Some big-named composition, — 

The oraculous doctors’ mystic bills, 

Certain hard words madeiinto pills ; 

And what at last shalt gain by these ? 

Only a costlier disease. lO 

[Go poor man, think what shall be 
Remedy ’gainst thy remedy.] 

That which makes us have no need 
Of ph3rsic, that’s physic indeed. 

Hark hither, Reader : wilt thou see 15 

Nature her own physician be? 

Wilt see a man all his own wealth, 

His own music, his own health ? 

A man, whose sober soul can teil 
How to wear her garments well ? 


20 
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Her garments that upon her sit, 

(As garments should do) close and fit ? 

A welf-clothed soul, that’s not oppress’d 
Nor choked with what she Should be dress’d ? 

A soul sheath’d in a crystal shrine, 25 

Through which all her bright features shine ? 

As when a piece of wanton lawn, 

A thin aerial veil, is drawn 

O’er beauty’s face ; seeming to hide, 

More sweetly shows the blushing bride : 30 

A soulf whose intellectual beams 
No mists do mask, no lazy steams ? 

A happy soul, that all the way 
To Heaven, hath a Summer’s day ? 

Wouldst see a man whose well-warm’d blood 35 
Bathes him in a genuine flood ? 

A man, whose tun^d humours be 
A seat of rarest harmony? 

Wouldst see blithe looks, fresh cheeks, beguile 
Age ? Wouldst see December smile ? 40 

Wouldst see nests of new roses grow 
In a bed of rev’rend snbw ? 

Warm thoughts, free spirits, flattering 
Winter’s self into a Spring ? 

In sum, wouldst see a man that can 45 

Live to be old, and still a man ? 

Whose latest, and most leaden hours 
fall with soft wings, stuck with soft flowers 
And when Life’s sweet fable ends, 

Soul and body part like friends : 50 

No quarrels, murmurs, no delay : 

A kiss, a sigh, and so away ? 

This rare one, Reader, wouldst thou see. 

Hark hither : and thyself be he ! 
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HOPE 

[By a. Cowley] 

Hope^ whose weak being ruu^d is 
Alike, if it succeed, or if it miss ! 

Whom ill or good does equally confound. 

And both the horns of Folds dilemma wound. 
Vain shadow ; that dost vanish quite ( 

Both at full noon, and perfect night / 

The stars have not a possibility 
Of blessing thee. 

Tf things then from their end we happy call, 

*Tis Hope is the most hopeless thing of all. 

Hope, thou hold taster of delight ! 

Who instead of doing so, devoudst it quite. 

Thou hrin^st us an estate, yet leazlst us poor 
By clogging it with legacies before. 

The joys which we entire should wed. 

Come deflow^dd virgins to our bed. 

Good fortunes without gain imported be. 

Such mighty custom's paid to thee. 

Far joy, like wine kept close, does better taste ; 

If it take air before his spirits waste. 

Hope, Fortunds cheating lottery. 

Where, for one prize, an hundred blanks there be. 
Fond archer, Hope! who tak'st thine aim so far. 
That still, or short, or wide, thine arrows are ; 
Thin empty cloud which th' eye decerns 
With shapes that our own fancy gives ! 
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A cloudy which gilt and painted now appears^ 

But must drop presently in tears : 

When thy false beams der reason's light prevail^ 

By ignes ftitui for North Slavs we saiL 30 

> 

Brother of Bear, more gaily clad. 

The merrier fool o' th' two, yet quite as mad! 

Sire of Repentance / child of fond desire. 

That blow'st the chymic and the loved s fire. 

Still leading them insensibly on, 35 

WitkHhe strong witchcraft of “ anon ! ” 

By thee the one does changing Nature thre 'cgh 
Her endless labyrinths pursue ; 

And th' other chases woman ; while she g&ef 
More ways and turns than hunted Nature knows, 40 

M. COWLRY. 


« M. CRASH AW^S ANSWER FOR HOPE 

* 

Dear Hope ! Earth’s dow’ry, and Heaven’s debt ! 
The entity of those that are not yet. 

Subtlest, but surest being ! thou by whom 
Our nothing has a definition ! 

Substantial shade ! whose sweet allay 5 

Blends both the noons of Night and Day : 

Fates cannot find out a capacity 
Of hurting thee. 

From thee their lean dilemma, with blunt horn, 
Shrinks as the sick moon from the wholesome 

morn. 10 
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Rich hope ! Love’s legacy, under lock 
Of Faith ! — still spending, and still growing stock ! 
Our crown-land lies above, yet each meal brings 
A seemly portion for the sons of kings. 

Nor V ill the virgin-joys we wed 15 

Come less unbroken to our bed, 

Because that from the bridal cheek of Bliss, 

Thou steal’st us down a distant kiss. 

Hope’s chaste stealth harms no more Joys maiden- 
head 

Than spousal rites prejudge the marriage-bad. 20 

Fair kope ! our earlier Heav’n ! by thee 
Young time is taster to Eternity : 

Thy generous wine with age grows strong, not sour, 
Nor does it kill thy fruit, to smell thy flower. 

Tliy golden growing head never hangs down, 25 
Till in. the lap of Love’s full noon 
It falls ; and dies ! O no, it melts away 
As does the dawn into the Day : 

As lumps of sugar loose themselves, and twine 
Their subtle essence with the soul of wine. 30 

Fortune ? alas, above the World’s low wars 
Hope walks and kicks the curl’d heads of conspiring 
stars. 

Her keel cuts not the waves where these winds stir, 
Fortune’s whole lottery is one blank to her. 

[Her shafts and she fly far above. 

And forage in the fields of light and love.] 

Sweet Hope ! kind cheat ! fair fallacy ! by thee 
We are not where nor what we be. 

But what and where we would b^, Thus art thou 
Our absent presence, and our fortune now. 


40 
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Faith’s sister ! nurse of £dr desire ! 

Fear’s antidote ! a wise and well staid fire I 
Temper 'twixt chill Despair, and torrid Joy ! 

Queen regent in young Love’s minority ! 

Though the vext chymic vainly chases ' 45 

His fugitive gold through all her faces ; 

Though Love’s more fierce, more fruitless fires 
assay 

One face more fugitive than all they ; 

True Jlope’s a glorious hunter, and her chase 

The Qod of Nature in the fields of grace* 50 
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THE DELIGHTS OF THE 
MUSES 

MUSIC’S DUEL. 

Now westward Sol had spent the richest beams 
Of Noon’s high glory, when, hard by the streams 
Of Tiber, on the scene of a green plat, 

Under protection of an oak, there sat 
A sweet’s lutc’s-master, in whose gentle airs 5 

He lost the day’s heat, and his own hot cares. 

Close in the covert of the leaves there stood 
A Nightingale, come from the neighbouring wood, 
(The sweet inhabitant of each glad tree, 

Their Muse, their Syren — ^harmless Syren she !) ro 

There stood she list’ning, and did entertain 
The music’s soft report, and mould the same 
In her own murmurs, that whatever mood 
His curious fingers lent, her voice made good. 

The man perceived his rival and her art ; 15 

Disposed to give th^ light-foot lady sport. 

Awakes his lute, and ’gainst the fight to come 
Informs it, in a sw|et praeludium 
Of closer strains, and, ere the war begin, 

He lightly skirmishes on every string 20 
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Charged with a flying touch ; and straightway she 
Carves out her dainty voice as readily, 

Into a thousand sweet distinguished tones, 

And recVons up in soft divisions 

<2uick volumes of wild notes, to let him know, 25 

By that shrill taste, she could do something too. 

Ilis nimble hands’ instinct then taught each string 
A cap’ring cheerfulness, and made them sing 
To their own dance ; now negligently rash 
He throws his arm, and with a long-drawn f'ash, 30 
Blends together ; then distinctly trips 
From this to that, then quick returning skips 
And snatches this again, and pauses there. 

She measures every measure, everywhere 

Meets art with art ; sometimes, as if in doubt, 35 

JNot. perfect yet, and fearing to be out, 

Trails her plain ditty in one long-spun note, 

Through the sleek passage of her open throat, 

A clear unwrinkled song ; then doth she point it 
With tender accents, and severely joint it 40 

By short diminutives, that l?«ing rear’d 
In controverting warbles evenly shared. 

With her sweet self she wrangles. He, amased 
That from so small a channel should be raised 
The torrent of a voice whose melody 45 

Could melt into such sweet variety, 

.Strains higher yet, that tickled with rare art 
The tattling strings (each breathing in his part) 

Most kindly do fall out ; the grumbling bass 
In surly groans disdains the treble’s grace ; 50 

The high-perch’d treble chirps at this, and chides, 
Until his finger (Moderator) hidej^ 

And closes the sweet quarrel, rousing all, 

Hoarse, shrill, at once ; as when the trumpets call 
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Hot Mars to th’ harvest of death’s field, and woo 55 
Men’s ^earts into their hands ; this lesson too 
She gives him back ; her supple breast thrills out 
Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt 
Of dallying sweetness, hovers o’er her skill, • 

And folds in wav’d notes with a trembling bill 60 
The pliant series of her slippery song ; 

Theft starts she suddenly into a throng 
Of short thick sobs, whose thundering volleys float, 
And roy themselves over her lubric throat 
In panting murmurs, ’still’d out of her breast, 65 
That ever-bubbling spring, the sugar’d nest* 

Of her delicious soul, that there does lie 
Bathing in streams of liquid melody ; 

Music’s best seed-plot ; where in ripen’d airs 
A golden -headed harvest fairly rears 70 

His honey-dropping tops, plough’d by her breath, 
Which there reciprocally laboureth 
In that sweet soil ; it seems a holy choir 
Founded to th’ name of great Apollo’s lyre ; 

Whose silver roof rings with the sprightly notes 75 
Of sweet-lipp’d angel-imps, that swill their throats 
In cream of morning Helicon, and then 
Prefer soft anthems to the ears of men, 

To woo them from their beds, still murmuring 
That men can sleep while they their matins sing : 80 
(Most divine service) whose so early lay 
Prevents the eyelids of the blushing Day ! 

There you might hear her kindle her soft voice 
In the close murmur of a sparkling noise, 

And lay the ground- work of her hopeful song, 85 
Still keeping in Oke forward stream, so long, 
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Till a sweet whirlwind (striving to get out) 

Heaves her soft bosom, wanders round abontj^ 

And makes a pretty earthquake in her breast, ' 

Till the fledged notes at length forsake their nest, 90 
Fluttering^ in wanton shoals, and to the sky, 

Wing’d with their own wild echoes, prattling fly, 

She opes the floodgate, and lets loose a tide 
Of streaming sweetness, which in state doth ridef 
On the waved back of every swelling strain, 95 
Rising and falling in a pompous train ; 

And while she thus discharges a shrill peal ^ 

Of flashing airs, she qualifies their zeal 
With the cool epode of a graver note, 

Thus high, thus low, as if her silver throat 1 00 

Would reach the brazen voice of War’s hoarse bird ; 
Her little soul is ravish’d, and so pour’d 
Into loose ecstasies, that she is placed 
Above herself, Music’s Enthusiast. 

Shame now and anger mixed a double stain 105 
In the Musician’s face ; “Yet once again 
(Mistress) 1 come ; now reach a strain, my lute, 
Above her mock, or be for e^er mute ; 

Or tune a song of victory to me, 

Or to thyself sing thine own obsequy ; ” 1 10 

So said, his hands sprightly as Are he flings, 

And with a quavering co3mess tastes the strings : 

The sweet-lipp’d sisters, musically frighted, 

Singing their fears, are fearfully delighted : 

Trembling as when Apollo’s golden hairs 115 

Are fann'd and frizzled in the wanton airs 
Of hit own breath ; which married to his lyre 
Doth tune the spheres, and make ^eaven’s self look 
higher. 
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From this to that, from that to this he flies. 

Feels Music’s pulse in all her arteries ; I20 

Caught in a net which there-Apollo spreads, 

His fingers struggle with the vocal threads. 

Following those little rills, he sinks into ' 

A sea of Helicon ; his hand does go 
Those parts of sweetness which with nectar 

drop, 1 25 

Softer than that which pants in Hebe’s cup. 

The humorous strings expound his learned touch 
By various glosses ; now they seem to grutch, 

And murmur in a buzzing din, then gingle ^ 

In shrill-tongued accents, striving to be single ; 1 30 

Every smooth turn, every delicious stroke 
Gives life to some new grace ; thus doth h' invoke 
Sweetness by all her names ; thus, bravely thus, 
(Fraught with a fury so harmonious) 

The Lute’s light genius now does proudly rise, 135 
Heaved on the surges of swollen rhapsodies, 

Who.se flourish (meteor-Ukc) doth curl the air 
* With flash of high-born fancies ; here and there 
Dancing in lofty measures, \nd anort 
Creeps on the soft touch of a tender tone ; 140 

Whose trembling murmurs melting in wild airs 
Runs to and fro, complaining his sweet cares, 

Because those precious mysteries that dwell 
In Music’s ravish’d soul he dares not tell, 

But whisper to the world : thus do they vary 145 
Each string his note, as if they meant to carry 
Their Master’s blest soul (snatch’d out at his ears 
By a strong ecstasy) through all the spheres 
Of Music’s heaven ; seat it there on high 
In th’ empyrean of pure harmony. 150 
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At length (after so^ long, so loud a strife 
Of all the strings, still breathing the best Uf^ 

Of blest variety, attending on 
Ilis fingers’ fairest revolution, 

In many a sweet rise, many as sweet a fall) 155 

A full-moulh’d diapason swallows all. 

This done, he lists what slie would say to this, 

And she (although her breath’s late exercise 
Had dealt too roughly with her tender throat), 

Yet summons all her sweet powers for a n^e. 160 
Alas ! in vain ! for while (sweet soul !) she tries 
To measure all those wild diversities 
Of chatt’ring strings, by the small size of one 
Poor simple voice, raised in a natural tone ; 

She fails, and failing grieves, and grieving dies. 165 
She dies : and leaves her life the Victor’s prize, 
Falling upon his lute : O, fit to have 
(That lived so sweetly) dead, so sweet a grave ! 


TO THE MORNING 

SATISFACTION FOR SLEEP 

What succour can 1 hope the Muse will send 
Whose drowsiness hath wrong’d the Muses’ friend? 
What hope, Aurora, to propitiate thee, 

Unless the Muse sing my apology ? 

O in that morning of my shame ! when I 5 

Lay folded up in sleep’s captivity, 

How at the sight did’st thou draw back thine eyes 
Into thy modest veil ! how did’st thou rise 
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Twice dyed in thine own blushes, and didst run 
To draw The curtains, and awake the sun ! 10 

Who, rousing his illustrious tresses, came, 

And seeing the loath’d objectr hid for shame^ 

His head in thy fair bosom, and still hides 
Me from his patronage ; I pray, he chides ; 

And pointing to dull Morpheus, bids me take 15 
My own Apollo, try if I can make 
His Lethe be my Helicon : and see 
If Morpheus have a Muse to wait on me. 

Hence ’tis, my humble fancy finds no wings, 

No nimble rapture starts to Heaven, and brings 20 
Enthusiastic flarncs, such as can give 
Marrow to my plump genius, make it live* 

Drest in the glorious madness of a Muse, 

Whose feet can walk the Milky- way, and choose 
Her starry throne ; whose holy heats can warm 25 
The grave, and hold up an exalted arm 
To lift me from my lazy urn, to climb 
Upon the stooping shoulders of old Time, 

And trace Eternity. — But*all is dead. 

All these delicious hopes are buried 30 

In the deep wrinkles of his angry brow, 

Where Mercy cannot find them : but O thou 
Bright lady of the Morn ! pity doth He 
So warm in thy soft breast, it cannot die. 

Have mercy then, and when he next shall rise, 35 
O meet the angry God, invade his eyes, 

And stroke his radiant cheeks ; one timely kiss 
Will kill his anger, and revive my bliss. 

So to the treasure of thy pearly dew 

Thrice will I pay tnree tears, to show how true 40 

My grief is ; so my wakeful lay shall knock 

At th* oriental gates, and duly mock 
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The early larks’ shrill orizons^ to be 
An anthem at the Day’s nativity. 

And the same rosy-finger’d hand of thine, 45 

That shuts Night’s dying eyes, shall open mine. 

But tnou, faint God of Sleep, forget that I 
Was ever known to be thy votary. 

No more my pillow shall thine altar be, 

Nor will I offer any more to thee 5*^ 

Myself a melting sacrifice ; I’m born 
Again a fresh child of the buxom Morn, 

Heir of the sun’s first beams ; why threat’st thou so ? 
Why dost thou shake thy leaden sceptre ? Go, 
Bestow thy poppy upon wakeful Woe, SS 

Sickness, and Sorrow, whose pale lids ne’er know 
Thy downy finger ; dwell upon their eyes, 

Shut in their tears : shut out their miseries. 


ON A FOUL MORNING, BEING 
THEN TO TAKE A JOURNEY 


Where art thou, Sol, while thus the blindfold Day 
Staggers out of the East, loses her way, 

Stumbling on Night ? Rouse thee, illustrious youth. 
And let no dull mists choke the Light’s fair growth. 
Point here thy beams ; O, glance on yonder flocks, 5 
And make their fleeces golden as thy locks 1 
Unfold thy fair front, and there shall appear 
Ftdl glory flaming in her own free, sphere. 

Gladness shall clothe the earth, i/^e will instile 
The face of things an universal smile : 


10 



ON A FOUL MORNING 


173 


Say to the sullen Morn thou com’st to court her, 

And wilt command proud Zephyrus to sport her 
With wanton gales ; his balmy breath shall lick 
The tender drops which tremble on her cheeky 
Which ratified, and in a gentle rain 1 5 

On those delicious banks distilled again. 

Shall rise in a sweet Harvest, which discloses 
To every blushing bed of new-born roses. 

He’ll fan her bright locks, teaching them to flow. 

And frisk in curl’d meanders : he will throw 20 

A fragrant oreath suck’d from the spicy nest 
O’ th* precious phoenix, warm upon her breast. 

He with a dainty and soft hand will trim 
And brush her azure mantle, which shall swim 
In silken volumes ; wheresoe’er she’ll tread 25 

Bright clouds like golden fleeces shall be spread. 

Rise then (fair blue-eyed maid !) rise and discover 
Thy silver brow, and meet thy golden lover. 

See how he runs, with what a hasty flight, 

Into thy bosom, bath’d with liquid light. 30 

<*'ly, fly profane fogs, far heqce fly away. 

Taint not the pure streams of the springing Day, 

With your dull influence ; it is for you 
To sit and scowl upon Night’s heavy brow. 

Not on the fresh cheeks of the virgin Morn, 35 
Where naught but smiles and ruddy joys are worn. 
Fly then, and do not think with her to stay ; 

Let it suflice, she’ll wear no mask to-day. 
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WISHES 

TO HIS (sUPrOSED) MISTRESS 

1 Wl»oe’er she be, 

That not impossible She 

That shall command my heart and me ; 

2 Where'er she lie, 

Lock'd up from mortal eye, 5 

In shady leaves of destiny : 

3 THl that ripe llirth 

Of studied Fate stand forth, 

And teach her fair steps tread our earth ; 

4 Till that divine ^ 10 

Idea take a shrine 

Of crystal flesh, through which to shine : 

5 Meet you her, my Wishes, 

Bespeak her to my blisses, 

And be ye call'd my absent kisses. 1 5 , 

6 I wish her beauty. 

That owes not all its duty 

To gaudy tire, or glist'ring shoe-tie,— 

7 Something more than 

Taffeta or tissue can, 20 

Or rampant feather, or rich fan,— 

8 More than the spoil 

Of shop, or silkworm's toil, 

Or a bought blush, or a sej, smile ; 
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9 A Face that’s best 

By its own beauty dress’d, 

And €an alone commend the rest, — 

10 A Face made up 

Out of no other shop 
Than what Nature’s white hand sets ope ; 30 

1 1 A Cheek w»here youth 

And blood, with pen of Truth 
Wrileewhal their reader sweetly ru’th, — 

12 A Cheek where grows 

More than a morning rose, . 35 

Which to no box its being owes ; 

13 Lips, where all day 

A lover’s kiss may play, 

Yet carry nothing thence away ; 

14 Looks that oppress 40 

Their richest tires, but dress 

Themselves in simple fiakedness ; 

15 Eyes, that displace 

The neighbour diamond, and out-fece 

That sunshine by their own sweet grace ; 45 

16 Tresses, that wear 
Jewels, but to declare 
How much themselves more precious are, — 

17 Whose native ray 
Can tame the wi^ton day 
Of gems that in their bright shades play,— 


50 
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1 8 Each ruby there 

Or pearl that dare appear, 

Be its own blush, be its own tear ; 

19 A ' *ell-lamed Heart 55 

For whose more noble smart 

Love may be long choosing a dart ; 

26 Eyes that bestow 

Full quivers on Love’s bow, 

Yet pay less arrows than they owe ; 60 

21 Smiles that can warm 

The blood, yet teach a charm 
That chastity shall take no harm ; 

22 Blushes that bin 

The burnish of no sin, 65 

Nor flames of aught too hot within ; 

23 Joys that confess 
Virtue their Mistress, 

And have no other htad to dress ; 

24 Fears fond, and flight, 70 

As the coy bride’s when night 

First does the longing lover right ; 

25 Tears quickly fled 

And vain, as those are shed 

For a dying maidenhead ; 75 

26 Days that need borrow 

No part of their good morrd^ 

From a fore-spent n^ht of sorrow, — 
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27 Days that, in spite 

Of darkness, by the light So 

Of s^clear mind are day all night ; 

28 Nights sweet as they. 

Made short by lovers’ play, 

Yet long by the absence of the day ; 

29 Life that dares send 85 

A challenge to his end, 

And tfvhen it comes say — Welcome, friend ! 

30 Sidneian showers 

Of sweet discourse, whose powers 

Can crown old Winter’s head with flowery ; 90 

31 Soft silken hours, 

Open suns, shady bowers ; 

’Bove all, nothing within that lours ; 

32 Whate’er delight 

Can make Day’s forehead bright, 95 

Or give down to the vfings of Night# 

33 In her whole frame 
Have Nature all the name, 

Art and Ornament the shame ! 

34 Her flattery 100 

Picture and Poesy : 

Her counsel her own virtue be, 

35 I wish her store 

Of worth may lhave her poor 
Of wishes ; and J wish — no more, 105 

M 
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36 Now if Time knows 

That Her, whose radiant brows 
Weave them a garland of my vows, 

37 Plerrwhose just bays 

My future hopes can raise 1 10 

A trophy to her present praise, 

38 Her that dares be 

What these lines wish to see : 

I seek no further — it is She. 

39 Tis* 3 he, and here 115 

Lo ! I unclothe and clear 

My Wishes* cloudy character. 

40 May She enjoy it 

Whose merit dare[s] apply it 

But Modesty dares still deny it ! 120 

41 Such worth as this is 
Shall fix my flying wishes, 

And determine them to kisses. 

# 

42 Let her full glory, 

My fancies I fly before ye ! 125 

Be you my Actions, but her Story ! 
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LOVE’S HOROSCOPE 

Love, brave Virtue’s younger Brother, 

Erst hath made my heart a mother ; 

She consults the conscious Spheres 
To calculate her young son’s years. 

She asks if sad or saving powers 5 

Gave omen to his infant hours ; 

Sh^ asks each star that then stood by 
If poor Love shall live or die. 

Ah ! my heart, is that the way ? 

Are these the beams that rule thy day ? 10 

Thou know'st a face, in whose each look. 
Beauty lays ope Love’s fortune- book, 

On whose fair revolutions wait 

The obsequious motions of Love’s fate ; 

Ah ! my heart, her eyes and she 15 

Have taught thee new astrology. 

Howe’er I-ove’s natwe hours were set, 
Whatever starry synod met, 

’Tis in the mercy of her eye. 

If poor Love shall live or die. 20 

If those sharp rays, putting on 

Points of death, bid Love be gone, 

{Though the Heavens in counsel sate. 

To crown an uncontrolIM fate. 

Though their best aspects twined upon 25 
The kindest ^onstellation, 

Cast amorous glances on his birth. 

And whisper’d the confed’rate Earth 
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To pave his paths with all the good 

That warms the bed of youth and blood,) 30 

Love has no plea against her eye : 

Beauty frowns, and Love must die. 

But if her milder influence move, 

And gild the hopes of humble Love : 

(Though Heaven’s inauspicious eye 35 

Lay black on Love’s nativity ; 

Though every diamond in Jove’s crown 
Fixed his forehead to a frown,) ^ 

Ker eye a strong appeal can give? 

Beauty smiles, and Love shall live. 40 

O if Love shall live, O, where 
But in her eye, or in her ear, 

In her breast, ‘^or in her breath, 

Shall I hide poor Love from Death ? 

For in the life aught else can give, 45 

Love shall die, although he live. 

Or if Love shall die, O, where, 

But in her eye, or in*her ear, 

In her breath, or in her breast. 

Shall I build his funeral nest ? 50 

While Love shall thus entomb^ lie, 

Love shall live, although he die. 
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UPON THE DEATH OF A 
GENTLEMAN 

Faithless and fond Mortality ! 

Who will ever credit thee ? 

Fond and faithless thing ! that thus> 

In onr best hopes beguilest us. 

What Q; reckoning hast thou made, 5 

Of the hopes in liim we laid ? 

For life by volumes lengthened, 

A line or two to speak him dead. 

For the laurel in his verse 

The sullen cypress o’er his hearse. 10 

For a silver-crown 4 d head 
A dirty pillow in Death’s bed. 

For so dear, so deep a trust. 

Sad requital, thus much dust ! 

Now though the blow that snatcht him hence 15 
Stopp’d the mouth of E)pquence, 

Though she be dumb e’er since his death. 

Not used to speak but in his breath, 

Yet if at least she not denies 

The sad language of our eyes, 20 

We are contented : for than this 
Language none more fluent is. 

Nothing speaks our grief so well 

As to speak nothing. Come then, tell 

Thy mind in tears, whoe’er thou be 25 

That ow’st a name to misery : 

Eyes are vocal, tears have tongues, 

And there be words not made with lungs ; 
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Sententious showers, O, let them fall, 

Their cadence is rhetorical. 30 

Here’s a theme will drink th’ expense 
Of all thy watery eloquence ; 

Weep then, only be exprest 

Thus much : He’s dead ; and weep the rest. 


UPON THE DEATH OF MR HERRYS 

A plant of noble stem, forward and fair, 

As ever whisper’d to the morning air, 

Thrived in these happy grounds, the Earth’s just pride, 
Whose rising glories made such haste to hide 
His head in clouds, as if in him alone 5 

Impatient Nature had taught motion 
To start from Time, and cheerfully to fly 
Before, and seize upon Maturity. 

Thus grew this gracious plant, in whose sweet shade 
The sun himself oft wished to sit, and made 10 

The morning Muses perch like birds, and sing 
Among his branches : yea, and vow’d to bring 
His own delicious phoenix from’ the blest 
Arabia, there to build her virgin nest, 

To hatch herself in ; *mongst his leaves, the Day, 15 
Fresh from the rosy East, rejoiced to play ; 

To them she gave the flrst and fairest beam 
That waited on her birth ; she gave to them 
The purest pearls, that wept her evening death ; 

The balmy Zephyrus got so swee^ a breath 20 

By often kissing them ; and now begun 
Glad Time to ripen Expectation. 
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The timorous maiden-blossoms in each bough 

Peeped forth from their first blushes ; so that now 

A thou#,nd ruddy hopes smiled in each bud, 25 

And flatter’d every greedy eye that stood 

Fixed in delight, as if already there 

Those rare fruits dangled, whence the golden Year 

His crown expected, when (O Fate ! O Time ! 

That seldom lett'st a blushing youthful prime 30 
Hide his hot beams in shade of silver Age, 

So rare is hoary Virtue) the dire rage 
Of a mafl storm these bloomy joys all tore, 

Ravish’d the maiden blossoms, and down bare 

The trunk. Yet in this ground his precious root 35 

Still lives, which when weak Time shall be poured out 

Into Eternity, and circular joys 

Dance in an endless round, again shall rise 

The fair son of an ever-youthful Spring, 

To be a shade for angels while they sing. 40 

Meanwhile, whoe’er thou art that passest here, 

O do thou water it with one kind tear 1 


UPON THE DEATH OF THE MOST 
DESIRED MR HERRYS 

Death, what dost ? O, hold thy blow, 

What thou dost thou dost not know. 

Death, thou must not here be cruel, 

This is Nature’s choicest jewel : 

This is he, in whose rare frame 5 

Nature labour’d for a name : 

And meant i 9 leave his precious feature 
The pattern of a perfect creature. 
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Joy of Goodness, Love of Art, 

Virtue wears him next her heart. 10 

Him the Muses love to follow. 

Him they call their vice- Apollo. 

Apdilo, golden though thou be, 

Th* art not fairer than is he, 

Nor more lovely lift’st thy head, 15 

(Blushing) from thine Eastern bed. 

The glories of thy youth ne’er knew 
Brighter hopes than he can shew, 

Why then should it e’er be seen 

Thai his should fade, while thine is green ? 20 

And wilt thou (O, cruel boast !) 

Put poor Nature to such cost ? 

O, ’twill undo our common mother, 

To be at charge of such another. 

What ? think we to no other end 25 

Gracious heavens do use to send 
Earth her best perfection. 

But to vanish, and be gone ? 

Therefore only given to-day. 

To-morrow to be snat<^i’d away ? 30 

I’ve seen indeed the hopeful bud 
Of a ruddy rose that stood 
Blushing, to behold the ray 
Of the new saluted Day : 

(His tender top not fully spread) 35 

The sweet dash of a shower new-shed 

Invited him no more to hide 

Within himself the purple pride 

Of his forward flower, when lo 

While he sweetly ’gan to show 40 

His swelling glories, Auster s^ed him, 

Cruel Auster thither hied him. 
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And with the rush of one rude blast, 
Shamed not spitefully to waste 
All%is leaves, so fresh, so sweet, 

And lay them trembling at his feet. 

I’ve seen the Morning’s lovely ray 
Hover o’er the new-born Day 
With rosy wings so richly bright 
As if he scorned to think of Night ; 
When a rugged storm whose scowl 
Made heaven’s radiant face look foul. 
Called for an untimely night 
To blot the newly-blossomed light. 

But were the rose’s blush so rare. 

Were the Morning’s smile so fair. 

As is he, nor cloud, nor wind. 

But would be courteous, would be kind. 

Spare him. Death, O spare him then, 
Spare the sweetest among men ! 

L^t not Pity, with her tears. 

Keep such distance from thine ears ; 

But O I thou wilt not, canst not spare, 
Haste hath never tim# to hear. 
Therefore if he needs must go. 

And the Fates will have it so. 

Softly may he be possessed 
Of his monumental rest. 

Safe, thou dark home of the dead. 

Safe, O hide his lov^d head. 

For Pity’s sake, O, hide him quite 
From his mother Nature’s sight ; 

Lest for grief his loss may move 
All her births abortive prove. 
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ANOTHER 

If ever Pity were acquainted 
With stern Death, if e’er he fainted. 

Or forgot the cruel vigour. 

Of an adamantine rigour, 

Here, O here we should have known it, 5 

Here, or nowhere, he*d have shown it. 

For he whose precious memory 
Bathes in tears of every eye : 

He to whom our sorrow brings 

All the streams of all her springs, 10 

Was so rich in grace and nature. 

In all the gifts that bless a creature, 

The fresh hopes of his lovely youth 
Flourish’d in so fair a growth ; 

So sweet the temple was, that shrined 15 

The sacred sweetness of his mind ; 

That could the Fates know to relent, 

Could they know whajj mercy meant. 

Or had ever learn'd to bear 

The soft tincture of a tear, 20 

Tears would now have flowed so deep, 

As might have taught Grief how to weep. 

Now all their steely operation 
Would quite have lost the cruel fashion. 

Sickness would have gladly been 25 

Sick himself to have saved him ; 

And his fever wished to prove 
Burning only in his love. 

Him when Wrath itself had seen 
Wrath itself had lost his spleen. 


30 
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Grim Destruction here amazed, 

Instead of striking, would have gazed. 

Even the iron-pointed pen. 

That notes tfife tragic dooms* of men, 

Wet with tears ’stillM from the eyes 35 

Of the flinty Destinies, 

Would have learned a softer style, 

And have been ashamed to spoil 

His life’s sweet story, by the haste 

Of I cruel stop ill-placed. 40 

In the dark volume of our fate, 

Whence each leaf of life hath date, 

Where in said particulars 
The total sum of man appears ; 

And the short clause of mortal breath, 45 

Bound in the peritxi of Death : 

In all the book, if anywhere 
Such a term as this, Spare hcre^ 

Could have been found, ’twuuld have been read, 
Writ in white letters o’er his head : 50 

Or close unto his name annexed. 

The fair gloss of a fairer text. 

In brief, if any one were free, 

He was that one, and only he. 

But he, alas I even he is dead, 55 

And our hopes’ fair harvest spread 
In the dust ! Pity, now spend 
All the tears that Grief can lend. 

Sad Mortality may hide 
In his ashes all her pride ; 

With this inscription o’er his head : 

All hope of f&ver dying here lies dead. 


60 
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HIS EPITAPH 

P^enger, whoe’er thou art, 

Stay awhile, and let thy heart 
Take acquaintance of this stone. 

Before thou passest farther on ; 

This stone will tell thee, that beneath 5 

Is entombed the crime of Death ; 

The ripe endowments of whose mind < 

Le^t his years so much behind. 

That numbering of his virtues* praise. 

Death lost the reckoning of his days ; lo 

And believing what they told, 

Imagined him exceeding old. 

In him Perfection did set forth 
The strength of her united worth ; 

Him his wisdom’s pregnant growth 15 

Made so reverend, even in youth, 

That in the centre of his breast 
(Sweet as is the pheenjx* nest) 

Every reconciled grace 

Had their general meeting-place. 20 

In him Goodness joy’d to see 
learning learn humility ; 

The splendour of his birth and blood 
Was but the gloss of his own good. 

The flourish of his sober youth 35 

Was the pride of naked truth. 

In composure of his face 
Lived a fair, but manly grace^; 

His mouth was Rhetoric’s best mould, 

His tongue the touchstone of her gold ; 


30 
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What word soever his breath kept warm, 

Was no word now but a charm : 

FoiPall persuasive Graces thence 
Sucked their sweetest influence. 

His virtue that within had root, 35 

Could not choose but shine without ; 

And th* heart-bred lustre of his worth. 

At each corner peeping forth. 

Pointed him out in all his ways, 

Circled round in his own rays : 40 

Thaf to his sweetness all men’s eyes 
Were vow’d Love’s flaming sacrifice. 

Him while fresh and fragrant Time 
Cherish’d in his golden prime ; 

Ere Hebe’s hand had overlaid 45 

His smooth cheeks with a downy shade ; 

The rush of Death’s unruly wave 
Swept him off into his grave. 

Enough, now (if thou canst) pass on. 

For now (alas ! ) not in this stone 50 

(Passenger, whoe’er thou art) 

Is he entomb’d, but iA th}' heart. 


AN EPITAPH UPON DOCTOR 
BROOK 

A Brook, whose strean^ .so great, so good, 
Was loved, was honour’d as a flood : 
Whose banks ftie Muses dwelt upon, 

Mbre than their own Helicon ; 
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Here at length hath gladly found 
A quiet passage under ground ; 

Meanwhile his \ovhd banks, now dry. 

The Muses with their tears supply. 


AN EPITAPH UPON MR ASHTON, 
A CONFORMABLE CITIZEN 

The modest front of this small floor, 

Bejieve me. Reader, can say more 
Than many a braver marble can, 

Here lies a truly honest man. 

One whose conscience was a thing 5 

That troubled neither Church nor King. 

One of those few that in this town 
Honour all I*reachers, hear their own. 

Sermons he heard, yet not so many 
As left no time to practise any. lO 

He heard them reverently, and then 
His practice preachedfthem o’er again. 

His Parlour-Sermons rather were 
Those to the eye than to the ear. 

His prayers took their price and strength 15 
Not from the loudness, nor the length. 

He was a Protestant at home 
Not only in despite of Rome. 

He loved his Father ; yet his zeal 

Tore not off his Mother’s veil. 20 

To th’ Church he did allow her dress, 

True Beauty, to true Holiness. 

Peace, which he loved in life, did lend 
Her hand to bring him to his end. 
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When Age and Death called for the score 25 
No surfeits were to reckon for. 

Death tore not — therefore — but sans strife 
Gently untwined his thread of life. 

What remains then but that thou 

Write these lines» Reader, in thy brow, 30 

And by his fair example’s light 

Burn in thy imitation bright. 

So while these lines can but bequeath 
A lifg perhaps unto his death ; 

His better Epitaph shall be 
His life still kept alive in thee. 


TO THE QUEEN 

AN APOLOGY FOR THE LENGTH OF THE 
FOLLOWING PANEGYRIC 

When you are mistress of the song, 

Mighty queen, to thi^k it long, 

Were treason ’gainst that majesty 
Your Virtue wears. Your modesty 
Yet thinks it so. But even that too 5 

(Infinite, since part of you) 

New matter for our Muse supplies, 

And so allows what it denies. 

Say then, dread queen, how may we do 
To meditate ’twixt yourself and you ? 10 

That so our sweetly-terilper’d song 
Nor be to[o] s^ort, nor seem to[o] long, 

Needs must your noble praises’ strength. 
That made it long, excuse the length. 
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TO THE QUEEN 

f 

UPON HER NUMEROUS PROGENY : A PANEGYRIC 

Britain I the mighty Ocean’s lovely bride ! 

Now stretch thyself (fais Tsle)and grow; spread wide 
Thy bosom, and make .oom. Thou art opprest 
With thine own gloiies : and art strangely l^est 
Beyond thyself : for, !o ! the gods, the gods 5 

Come fast upon thee : and those gloti>us odds 
Swell thy full glories to a pitch so high 
As sits above thy best capavrity. 

Are they not odds? a /id glorious? that to thee 
Those mighty genii throng, vdiith well tr.ight be 10 
Each one an age’s labour, that thy days 
Are gilded with the union of those rays 
Whose each divided beam would be a sun 
To glad the sphere of any nation ? 

Sure if for these thou meai^’st to find a seal, ^ ^ 

Th’ hast need, O Britain ! to be truly lErreat. 

And so thou art ; their presence makes tliee ::o . 
They are thy greatness. Gods, where’er thejy go.. 
Bring their Heaven with them; the^’r great foersteps 
place 

An everlasting smile upon the face 20 

Of the glad earth they tread on ; while with thew 
Those beams that ampliate mortality. 

And teach it to expatiate, and swell 
To majesty and fulness, deign to dwell ; 

Thou thyself may’st sit (blest see 3:5 

How thy great mother Nature dotes on thee < , 
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T^tt'e the*cfcre from the rest apart she hurl’d, 

Arui .«iejr/d i :* laake an Isle, but made a world. 

Titae yet haii’ <iiopt few plumes since Hope turned 

Jo>» 

And took into his arms the princely Boy, 30 

Whose birth last blest the bed of his sweet mother, 
And bade us first salute out prince, a brother. 

Prince uAr? JMtke of York 

Cftarles ! ihou sweet dawn of a glorious day ! 

> oat re of thoft*; t^y grandsires (shall I say 
X ,ry and Jairics? or Mars and Phccbus rather? 35 
P >Ms; wcie Wisdora's god, «bu War’s stern father, 

, Ti.‘ ''h'* sniiu' ».s .said . jlvurv wid lames 
, Vf**' Kai? 3i.fl Vhiehu*:; rule** divers names). 

I'rJ J ; a (hi I :ra '“uri, of ihoh'. mighty souls 

’’a- 'Ki'* Ihgences tuned the poles 40 

*«» w*!! ; thou for whose manly brow 
'..<u»els twi.ie one wreath, and woo 
' J. ■* ih , gadand ; see (sweet Prince), O see, 

^ 't)d the lovely hop^ that smile in thee, 

L Li’enout urvd transcribed by thy great Mother. 45 
J;' ’*'* *'ny .shadow ; see thy brother, 
xhy s'clf ‘ : less : trace in these eyne 
'I'bf. i, :ams that dance in those full stars of thine. 

Ti . the same snowy alabaster rock 

iO>e hands and thine were hewn; those cherries 
jnock 50 

voral of thy lips. Thou, wert of all 
Tbii 'sell -wrought copy the fair principal. 


N 



194 the DELmiffTS OF THE MUSES 


Lady Mary 

Justly, great Nature, didst thou brag and tell 
I low e<en th* hadst drawn that faithful parallel, 

And matcht thy master -piece. O then, go on, 55 
Make such another sweet comparison. 

See*st thou that Mary there ? O, teach her mother 
To show her to herself in such another : 

Fellow this wonder too, nor let her shine 
Alone { light such another star, and twine * 6o 

Their r^sy beams, so that the morn for one 
Venus, may have a constellation. 


Laify Elizabeth 

These words scarce wakened Heaven^ when lo ! 
our vows 

Sat crowned upon the noble infantas brows. 

Th! art paired, sweet princess ; in this well-writ 
book I 65 

Read o’er thyself ; peruse each line, each look. 

And when th’ hast summed up all those blooming 
blisses. 

Close up the book, and clasp it with thy kisses. 

So have I seen (to dress their mistress May) 

Two silken sister -flowers consult, and lay , 70 

Their bashful cheeks together ; newly they * 

Peeped from their buds, showed likf the garden’s 
eyes 

Scarce waked : like was the crimen of th^ijr joys. 
Like were the tears they wept, so like/;that one 
Seemed but the other’s kind reflection, 75 



TO THE QOkEN 
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The New-bom Prince 

And now 'twere time to say, sweet queen, rib more. 
Fair source of Princes, is thy precious store 
Not yet exhaust? O no ! Heavens have no bound, 
But in their infinite and endless round 
Embrace themselves. Our measure is not theirs ; 8o 
Nor may the poverty of man’s narrow prayers 
Span thei^ immensity. More princes come : 
Rebellion, stand thou by ; Mischief, make roQ«i : 
War, blood, and death (names all averse from Joy) 
Hear this, we have another bright-eyed boy : 85 

That word’s a warrant, by whose virtue I 
Have full authority to bid you die. 

Die, die, foul misbegotten monsters ! die : 

Make haste away, or e’er the World’s bright eye 
Blush to a cloud of blood. O far from men 90 
Fly hence, and in your Hyperborean den 
Hide you for evermore, and murmur there 
Where none but Hell may hear, nor our soft air 
Shrink at the hateful sound. Meanwhile we bear, 
High as the brow of Heaven, the noble noise 95 
And name of these our just and righteous joys, 

Where Envy shall not reach them, nor those Ears 
Whose tune keeps time to aught below the spheres. 

But thou, sweet supernumerary star, 

Shine fdrth; nor fear the threats of boisterous 
' War, 5? 100 

The face of things has therefore frowned a while 
On purpose ^that to ^ee and thy pure smile 
The World mi^t owe an universal calm ; 

While thou, fiur halcyon, on a sea of balm 
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Shalt float ; where, while thou lay'st thy lovely 
head, 105 

The angry billows shall but make thy bed ; 

Storms^ when they look on thee, shall straight 
relent ; 

And tempests, when they taste thy breath, repent 
To whispers, soft as thine own slumbers be. 

Or souls of virgins which shall sigh for thee, l lO 
Shine then, sweet supernumerary star, 

Nor fear the boisterous names of blood and^^’ar : 

Thy birthday is their death^s nativity ; 

They’ve here no other business but to die. 

To the Queen 

But stay ; what glimpse was that ? why blusht the 
Day? 115 

Why ran the started air trembling away ? 

Who’s this that comes circled in rays that scorn 
Acquaintance with the Sun? what second mom 
At midday opes a presence which Heaven’s eye 
Stands off and points at?, Is’t some deity 120 

Stept from her throne of stars, deigns to be seen ? 

Is it some deity ? or is’t our queen ? 

’Tis she, ’tis she : her awful beauties chase 
The Day’s abashed glories, and in face 
Of noon wear their own sunshine. O thou bright 125 
Mistress of wonders ! Cynthia’s is the Night ; 

But thou at noon dost shine, and art all 
(Nor does thy sun deny’t) our Cyntbisu 
Illustrious sweetness ! in thy faithful womb, 

That nest of hetoes, all our hop<^ find room. ' X30 
Thou art the mother-phoenix, and thy breast 
Chaste as that virgin honour of the 
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But much more fruitful is ; nor does, as she, 

Deny to mighty Love, a deity. 

Then lejPthe Eastern world brag and be proud 135 
Of one coy phoenix, while we have a brood, 

A brood of phoenixes : while we have brothe? 

And sister phoenixes, and still the mother. 

And may we long J Long may^st thou live 
t’ increase 

The house and family of phoenixes. 140 

Nor may the life that gives their eye-lids light 
E’er prove the dismal morning of thy night « 

Ne’er may a birth of thine be bought so dear* 

To make his costly cradle of thy bier. 

O may’st thou thus make all the year thine 
own, 145 

And see such names of joy sit white upon 
The brow of every month ! and when th’ hast done, 
May’st in a son of his find every son 
Repeated, and that son still in another, 

And so in each child, often prove a mother* 150 
Long may’st thou, laden with such clusters, lean 
Upon thy royal elm (fair ^ne !) and when 
The heavens will stay no longer, may thy glory 
And name dwell sweet in some eternal story ! 

Pardon, bright Excellence, an untun’d string, 155 
That in thy ears thus keeps a murmuring. 

O speak a lowly Muse’s pardon, speak 
Her pardon, or her sentence ; only break 
Thy silenee. Speak, and she shall take from thence 
Numbera and sweetness, and an influence 160 

Confessing thee. Or (if too long I stay) 

O speak thou, and%iy pipe hath nought to say : 

Fo£< s^ Apollo all this while stands mute, 

Expecting by thy voice to tune his lute. 
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Bat gods are gracious ; and their altars make 165 
Precious the offerings that their altars take. 

Give them this rural wreath fire from thine fyes ; 

This rural wreath dares be thy sacrifice. 


UPON TWO GREEN APRICOTS SENT 
TO COWLEY BY SIR CRASHAW 

Take these, Time’s tardy truants, sent by 
To be chastised (sweet friend) and chid by thee. 

Pale sons of our Pomona ! whose wan cheeks 
Have spent the patience of expecting weeks, 

Yet are scarce ripe enough at best to show 5 

The red, but of the blush to thee they owe. 

By thy comparison they shall put on 
More summer in their shame’s reflection, 

Than e’er the fruitful Pheebus’ flaming kisses 
Kindled on their cold lips. O had my wishes. 10 
And the dear merits of your Muse, their due. 

The year had found some^ fruit early as you ; 

Ripe as those rich composures Time computes 
Blossoms, but our blest taste confesses fruits. 

How does thy April- Autumn mock these cold 15 
Progressions ’twixt whose terms poor Time grows 
old! 

With thee alone he wears no beard, thy brain 
Gives him the morning world’s fresh gold again. 
’Twas only Paradise, ’tis only thou, ^ 

Whose fruit and blossoms both h^ss tlbe same 
bough, ^ \ 20 

Proud in the pattern of thy precious ydiith, 

Nature (methinks) might easily mend her growth. 
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UPON BISHOP PICTURE 

Could she in all her births but copy thee, 

Into the public years’ proficiency, 

No fruH should have the face to smile on thee 25 
(Young master of the World’s maturity) 

But such whose sun-bom beauties what the)»borrow 
Of beams to-day, pay back s^ain to-morrow, 

Nor need be double-gilt. How then must these 
Poor fruits look pale at thy Hesperides ! 30* 

Fain would I chide their slowness, but in their 
Defects I draw mine own dull character. 

Take tlilm, and me in them acknowledging 
How much my Summer waits upon thy Spring. 

UPON BISHOP ANDREWS* PICTURE 
BEFORE HIS SERMONS 

This reverend shadow cast that setting sun, 

Whose glorious course through our horizon run, 

Left the dim face of this dull hemisphere 
All one great eye, all drown’d in one great tear ; 
Whose fair illustrious soul led his free thought 5 
Through Learning’s universe, and (vainly) sought 
Room for her spacious self, until at length 
She found the way home with an holy strength, 
Snatch’d herself hence to Heaven ; fill’d a bright 
place 

’Mongst those immortal fires, and on the face 10 
Of her great Maker fixed her flaming eye, 

There still to read true, pure divinity. 

And how thsyt graye aspect hath deign’d to shrink 
Into |his less appearance. If you think 
’Tis 6ut a dead flee Art doth here bequeath, 15 
Look on the following leaves, and see him breathe. 
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ON THE FRONTISPIECE OF ISAAC- 
SON'S CHRONOLOGY EXPLAINED 

• 

Let hoary Time’s vast bowels be the grave 
To what his bowels' birth and being gave ; 

Let Nature die [if] (Phoenix-like) from death 
KevivM Nature takes a second breath ; 

If on Time’s right hand sit fair Historyi 5 

If, from the seed of empty Ruin, she 
Can rats^ so fair an harvest, let her be 
Ne’er so far distant, yet Chronology 
(Sharp-sighted as the eagle’s eye, that can 
Out-stare the broad-beam’d Day's meridian) lo 
Will have a perspicil to find her out, 

And, through the night of error and dark doubt i 
Discern the dawn of Truth’s eternal ray, 

As when the rosy Morn buds into day. 

Now that Time’s empire might be amply fill'd, 1$ 
Babel's bold artists strive (below) to build 
Ruin a temple, on whose fqiitful fall 
History rears her pyramids, more tall 
Than were th* Egyptian (by the life these give 
Th’ Egyptian pyramids themselves must live) ; 20 

On these she lifts the world, and on their base 
Shows the two terms and limits of Time’s race : 

That the Creation is, the Judgment this ; 

That the World’s morning ; this, her midnight is. 
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WITH A PICTURE SENT TO A 
FRIEND- 

I paint so ill, my piece had need to be 
Painted again by some good poesy. 

I write so ill, my slender line is scarce 
So much as tb’ picture of a welMimn’d verse : 
Yet may the love I send be true, though I 5 
Send nor true picture nor true poesy : 

Botl? which away, I should not need to fear 
My love, or feign’d, or painted should appear. 


TRANSLATIONS 

OUT OF VIRGIL 

IN THE PRAISE OF THE SPRING 

All trees, all leafy groves confess the Spring 
Their gentle friend ; then, then the lands begin 
To swell with forward pride, and seed desire 
To generation ; Heaven’s Almighty Sire 
Melts on the bosom of His love, and pours 5 

Himself into her lap in fruitful showers, 

And by a soft insinuation, mixt 
With Earth’s large mass, doth cherish and assist 
Her weak conceptions ; no lone shade, but rings 
With chatting birds’ delicious murmurings. 10 

Then Venus’ mild instinct (at set times) yields 
The herds to kindly meetings, then the fields 
(Quick with warm^zephyris lively breath) lay forth 
Their pregnant bosoms in a fragrant birth. 
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Each bod/s plump and juicy, all things full 15 
Of supple moisture : no coy twig but will 
Trust his belovM bosom to the sun 
(Grown lusty now) ; no vine so weak and young 
That fairs the foul-mouth’d Auster, or those storms 
That the South-west wind hurries in his arms, 20 
But hastes her forward blossoms, and lays out. 

Freely lays out her leaves ; nor do I doubt 
But when the world first out of chaos sprang, 

So smiled the Days, and so the tenour ran 

Of their felicity. A spring was there, *' 25 

An everlasting spring, the jolly year 

I-.et round in his great circle ; no wind’s breath 

As then did smell of Winter, or of Death ; 

When Life’s sweet light first shone on beasts, and 
when 

From their hard mother Earth sprang hardy men ; 30 
When beasts took up their lodging in the wood. 

Stars in their higher chambers : never could 
The tender growth of things endure the sense 
Of such a change, but that the Heavens’ indulgence 
Kindly supplies sick Nature, and doth mould 35 
A feweeily-temper’d mean, nor hot nor cold. 


THE BEGINNING OF HELIODORUS 

The smiling Morn had newly waked the Day, 

And tipped the mountains with a tender ray : 

When on a hill (whose high, imperious brow 
Looks down, and sees the humble Nile below 
Lick his proud feet, and haste int» the seas 5 

Through the great mouth that’s named from Hercules) 
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A band of men, rough as the arms they worei 
I-ook’d round, first to the sea, then to the shore ; 

The stS)re that shew’d themLwhat the sea denied— 
Hope of a prey. There, to the mainland tied, 10 
A ship they saw, no men she had ; yet presf 
Appear’d with other lading, for her breast 
Deep in the groaning waters wallowed 
Up to the third ring ; o’er the shore was spread 
Death’s purple triumph ; on the blushing ground 15 
Life’s l^te forsaken houses all lay drown’d 
In their own blood’s dear deluge, some new dead, 
Some panting in their yet warm ruins bled f 
While their affrighted souls, now wing’d for flight. 
Lent them the last flash of her glimm’ring light. 20 
Those yet fresh streams, which crawlM everywhere, 
Showed that stern War had newly bathed him there. 
Nor did the face of this disaster show 
Marks of a fight alone, but feasting too : 

A miserable and a monstrous feast, 25 

Where hungry War had made himself a guest ; 

And, coming late, had eat up guests and all, 

Who proved the feast lo^heir own funeral. &c. 


OUT OF THE GREEK— CUPID’S CRYER 

Love is lost, nor can bis mother 
Her little fugitive discover ; 

She seeks, she sighs, but nowhere spies him : 
Love is lost, and thus she cries him : 

Oyes! if"hny happy eye 
This roving wanton shall descry, 
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Let the finder surely know 

Mine is the wag ; *tis 1 that own 

The winged wanderer ; and that none 

May think his labour vainly gonCi lo 

The gla8 discrier shall not miss 

To taste the nectar of a kiss 

From Venus’ lips ; but as for him 

That brings him to me, he shall swim 

In riper joys : more shall be his 1 5 

(Venus assures him) than a kiss. 

But lest your eye discerning slide. 

These nfiarks may be your judgment’s guide : 

His skin as with a Aery blushing 

High colour’d is ; his eyes still flushing 20 

With nimble flames ; and though his mind 

Be ne’er so curst, his tongue is kind : 

For never were his words in aught 
Found the pure issue of his thought. 

The working bees’ soft melting gold, 25 

That which their waxen mines enfold, 

Flows not so sweet as do the tones 
Of his tuned accents ; but tf once 
His anger kindle, presently 

It boils out into cruelty 30 

And fraud : he makes poor mortals’ hurts 
The objects of his cruel sports. 

With dainty curls his froward face 
Is crown’d about ; but O, what place, 

What farthest nook of lowest Hell - 35 

Feels not the strength, the reaching spell 
Of his small hand ? yet not so small 
As ’tis powerful therewithal. 

Though bare his skin, his mind he covers, 

And like a saucy bird he hovers 


40 
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With wanton wing, now here, now there, 

’Bout inen and women ; nor will spare 
Till at length he perching rest ^ 

In the closet of their breast. 

His weapon is a little bow, 45 

Yet such a one as (Jove knows how) 

Ne’er suffer’d yet his little arrow 
Of Heaven’s high’st arches to fall narrow. 

The gold that on his quiver smiles. 

Deceive^ men’s fears with flattering wiles : 5a 

But O ! (too well my wounds can tell) 

With bitter shafts ’tis sauced too well. 

He is all cruel, cruel all ; 

His torch imperious, though hut small, 

Makes the sun (of flames the sire) 55 

Worse than sun-burnt in his hre. 

Wheresoe’er you chance to find him, 

Seize him, bring him (but first bind him). 

Pity not him, but fear thyself; 

Though thou see the crafty elf 60 

Tell down his silver drops unto thee : 

They’re counterfeit, and ^ill undo thee. 

With baited smiles if he display 
His fawning cheeks, look not tliat way. 

If he offer sugar’d kisses, 65 

Start, and say the serpent hisses. 

Draw him, drag him, though he pray, 

Woo, entreat, and crying say, 

Prithee, sweet, now let me go, 

Here’s my quiver, shafts, and bow, 70 

I’ll give thee all, take all ; take heed 
Lest his kindness^ake thee bleed. 

Whate’er it be Love offers, still presume 
That though it shines, ’tis fire, and will consume. 



206 THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES 


OUT OF THE ITALIAN 

A SONG 

To thy lover 
Dear, discover 

That sweet blush of thine that shameth 
(When those roses 

It discloses) 5 

i^l the flowers that Nature nameth. 

In free air 
Flow thy hair ; 

That no more Summer’s best dresses 

Be beholden lo 

For their golden 

Locks to Phoebus* flaming tresses. . 

O deliver ^ 

4' 

Love his quiver ; 

From thy eyes he shoots his arrows : 15 

Where Apollo 
Cannot follow ; 

Feather’d with his mother’s sparrows. 

O envy not 

(That we die not) 20 

Those dear lips whose door encloses 
All the Graces ^ 

In their places, 

Brother pearls, and sister roses. 
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From these treasures 25 

^ Of ripe pleasures 

One bright smile to clear the weather. 

Earth and Heaven 
Thus made even. 

Both will be good friends together. 30 

The air does woo thee, 

Winds cling to thee ; 

N^ht a word once fly from out thee. 

Storm and thunder 
Would sit under, ' 35 

And keep silence round about thee. 

But if Nature’s 
Common creatures 
So dear glories dare not borrow ; 

Yet thy beauty 40 

Owes a duty 

To my loving, lingering sorrow. 

When to dhd me 
Death shall send me 

All his terrors to affright me : 45 

Thine eyes’ Graces 
Gild their faces, 

And those terrors shall delight me. 

When my dying 

Life is flying, 50 

Those sweet airs that often slew me 
Shfll revive me. 

Or reprieve me. 

And to many deaths renew me. 



2 o8 the delights OF THE MUSES 


OUT OF THE ITALIAN 

Love now no fire hath left him, 

We two betwixt us have divided it 
Y^r eyes the light hath reft him ; 

The heat commanding in my heart doth sit. 

O that poor Love be not for ever spoiled, 5 
Let my heat to your light be reconciled. 

So shall these flames, whose worth 
Now all obscured lies, 

(Dressed in those beams) start forth 
\nd dance before your eyes. lO 

Or else partake my flames 
(I care not whither). 

And so in mutual names 

Of Love, bum both together. 

OUT OF THE ITALIAN 

Would any one the true cause find 
How Love came naked, a boy, and blind ? 

’Tis this : listening onft day too long 

To th’ Syrens in my mistress' soogt 

The ecstasy of a delight 5 

So much o’er 'mastering all his might. 

To that one sense made all else thrall, 

And so he lost his clothes, eyes, heart, and all. 

OUT OF CATULLUS 
Come and let us live, my dear, 

Let us love and never fear^ 

What the sourest fathers say : 

Brightest Sol that dies to-day 
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Lives again as blithe to-morrow ; 5 

But if we, dark sons of sorrow, 

O then how long a Night 
Shuts the eyes of our short light ! 

Then let amorous kisses dwell 

On our lips, begin and tell 10 

A thousand, and a hundred score. 

An hundred and a thousand more, 

Till another thousand smother 
That, and that wipe off another. 

Thus at last, when we have numbered 1 5 

Many a thousand, many a hundred, 

We*ll confound the reckoning quite, 

And lose ourselves in wild delight : 

While our joys so multiply 

As shall mock the envious eye. 20 


EPIGRAMS 

4i 

UPON FORD^,|WO TRAGEDIES, “LOVE’S 
SACRIFlct’’ AND “THE BROKEN 
HEART” 

Thou cheat’st us, Ford ; mak’st one seem two by art : 
What is Love's Sacrifice but The Broken Heart ? 


ON MARRIAGE 

I woi^ld be married, but Fd have no wife ; 
I would be married to a single life. 

O 
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UPON THE FAIR ETHIOPIAN SENT TO 
A GENTLEWOMAN 

Lo, here the fair Chariclia ! in whom strove 
So f&tse a fortune, and so true a love ! 

Now, after all her toils by sea and land, 

O may she but arrive at your white hand. 

Her hopes are crown’d, only she fears that then 5 
She shall appear true Ethiopian. 

UIJpN VENUS PUTTING ON MARS’S 
ARMS 

What ? Mars’s sword ? fair Cyiherea say, 

Why art thou armed so desperately to-day ? 

Mars thou hast beaten naked, and, O then. 

What need’st thou put on arms against poor men ? 

UPON THE SAME 

Pallas saw Venus armed, and straight she cried, 
'‘Come if thou dar’st, thus, thus let us be tried/* 
Why, fool ! ” says Venus, “ thus provoVst thou me, 
That being naked, thou know’sl could conquer thee ? ’* 


ON NANUS MOUNTED UPON AN ANT 

High mounted on an ant, Nanus the tall 
Was thrown, alas ! and got a deadly fall : 

Under th’ unruly beast’s proud feet he lies, 

All torn ; with much ado yet ere he dies. 

He strains these words : “ Base Envy, do laugh on, 5 
Thus did I fall, and thus fell Phaethon.’ 
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TO /ELIA 
OUT OF martial 

Four teeth thou hadst that rank'd in goodly state, 
Kept thy mouth’s gate. 

The first blast of thy cough left two alone, 

The second, none. 

This last cough, /Elia, cough’d out all thy fear, 5 
Th’ bast l^t the third cough now no business here. 



POSTHUMOUS POEMS (I.) 

Luke 2. QUAERIT JESUM .SUUM 
MARIA, Etc. 

And is he gone whom these arms held but now ? 

Their hope, their vow ? 

Did ever grief and joy in one poor heart 
So soon change part ? 

He’s gone ; the fair’st flower that e’er bosom dress’d, 5 
My soul’s sweet rest. 

My womb’s chaste pride is gone, my heaven-bom 
boy : 

And where is joy^? 

He's gone ; and his loved steps to wait upon, 

My joy is gone. lO 

My joys and he are gone, my grief and 1 
Alone must lie. 

He’s gone ; not leaving with me, till he come, 

One smile at home. 

Oh, come then, bring Thy mother her lost joy : 15 

Oh come, sweet boy. 

Make haste and come, or e’er my grief and I 
Make haste and die. 

Peace, heart ! the heavens are angry, all their spheres 

Rival thy tears. 20 

212 
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I was mistaken, some fair sphere or other 
^ Was thy blest mother. 

What but the fairest heaven could own the birth 
Of so fair earth ? 

Yet sure thou did’st lodge here ; this womb 01 mine 25 
Was once call’d thine. 

Oft have these arms thy cradle enviM, 

Beguiled thy bed. 

Oft to thy easy ears hath this shrill tongue 

^rembled and sung. 30 

Oft have I wrapt thy slumbers in soft airs, 

And strok’d thy cares. 

Oft hath this hand those silken casements kept, 

While their suns slept. 

Oft have my hungry kisses made thine eyes 35 

Too early rise. 

Oft have I spoil’d my kisses’ daintiest diet, 

To spare thy quiet. 

Oft from this breast to thine my love-tossed heart 

Hath leapt, to part. 40 

Oft my lost soul have I be^n glad to seek 
On thy soft cheek. 

Oft have these arms, alas, show’d to these eyes 
Their now lost joys. 

Dawn then to me, thou morn of mine own day, 45 
And let heaven slay. 

Oh, would’st thou here still fix thy fair abode, 

My bosom God : 

What hinders but my bosom still might be 

Thy heaven to Thee ? 50 
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Matt xvi. 25. WHOSOEVER SHALL 
LOSE HIS LIFE, Etc. 

So 1 may gain thy death, my life 1*11 give ; 

My lifers thy death and in thy death I live ; 

Or else, my life, I’ll hide thee in his grave, 

By three days* loss eternally to save. 


IN CICATRICES DOMINI JESU. 

Come, brave soldiers, come and see 
Mighty Love’s artillery. 

This was the conquering dart, and lo, 

There shines his quiver, there his bow. 

These the passive weapons are, 5 

That made great Love a man of war. 

The quiver that he bore did bide 
So near, it prov’d Jiis very side ; 

In it there sat but one sole dart, 

A piercing one, his pierced heart. 10 

His weapons were nor steel nor brass. 

The weapon that he wore he was. 

For bow his unbent head did'serve, 

Well strung with many a broken nerve. 
Strange the quiver, bow, and dart ! 15 

A bloody side, and hand, and heart ! 

But now the field is won, and they^ 

The dust of war clean wi{^ away — 

The weapons now of triumph be, 

That were before of victory. 


20 
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IN AyOREM DIVINUM (Hermannus 
Hugo).* 

Eternal love ! what ’tis to love thee well,” 

None but himself who feels it, none can tell ; 

But oh ! what to be loved of thee as well, 

None, not himself who feels it, none can tell* 


UP*ON A GNAT BURNT IN A 
CANDLE 

Little, buzzing, wanton elf, 

Perish there, and thank thyself. 

Thou deserv’st thy life to lose, 

For distracting such a Muse. 

Was it thy ambitious aim 5 

By ihy death to purchase fame ? 

Did’st thou hope he would in pity 
Have bestow’d^a funeral ditty 
On thy ghost ? and thou in that 
To have outlivM Virgins gnat ? 10 

No ; the treason thou hast wrought 
Might forbid thee such a thought. 

If that night's work do miscarry, 

Or a syllable but vary, 

A greater foe thou shalt me find, • 15 

The destruction of thy kind. 

Phoebus, to revenge thy fault, 

In a fiery trap thee caught, 

That thy winged mates might know it, 
And not dare disturb a poet. 


20 



2I6 


POSTHUMOUS POEMS 


Dear and wretched was thy sport, 

Since thyself was crushM for *t ; 

Scarcely had that life a breath, 

Yet it found a double death ; 

flaying in the golden flames, 25 

Thou fell’st into an inky Thames, 

Scorch’d and drown’d. That petty sun 
A pretty Icarus hath undone. 


Petronii. ales PHASIACIS PETITA 
COLCHIS, Etc. 

The bird that's fetch’d from Phasis’ flood, 

Or choicest hens of Afric brood. 

These please our palates, and why these ? 

’Cause they can but seldom please. 

Whilst the goose so goodly white, 5 

And the drake yield no delight, 

Though his wings’ conceited hue 
Paint each feather as if new ; 

These for vulgar stomachs be, 

And relish not of rarity. 10 

But the dainty Scarus, sought 
In farthest clime, whate’er is bought 
With shipwrack’s toil, oh, that is sweet, 

’Cause the quicksands hansell’d il. 

The precious barbel, now grown rife, 15 

Is cloying meat. How stale is wife ! 

Dear wife hath ne’er a handsome letter, 

Sweet mistress sounds a gre|t deal better ; 

Rose quakes at name of cinnamon : 

Unless ’t be rare, what’s thought upon? 


20 
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Horatii. ILLE ET NE FASTO TE 
POSUIT DIEj Etc. 

Shame of thy mother soil, Uhnurtur’d tree, 

Set to the mischief of posterity. 

That hand, whatever it were, that was thy nurse, 

Was sacrilegious, sure, or somewhat worse. 

Black as the day was dismal, in whose sight 5 

Thy rising top first stain’d the bashful light. 

That man, I think, wrested the feeble life 
From his old father ; that man’s barbarous lAiife 
Conspired with darkness ’gainst the stranger’^ throat, 
Whereof the blushing walls took bloody note ; 10 

Huge high-flown poisons, ev’n of Colchos’ breed, 

And whatsoe’er wild sins black thoughts do feed. 

His hands have paddled in — his hands that found 
Thy traitorous root a dwelling in my ground. 
Perfidious totterer ! longing for the stains 1 5 

Of thy kind master’s well-deserving brains. 

Man’s daintiest care and caution cannot spy 
The subtile point of his coy destiny. 

Which way it threats ; with fear the merchant’s 
mind 

Is plough’d as deep as is the sea with wind, 20 

Roused in an angry tempest. Oh, the sea, 

Oh, that’s his fear ; there floats his destiny ; 

While from another unseen corner blows 
The storm of fate, to which his life he owes. 

By Parthians’ bow the soldier looks to die, 25 

vhiose hands are fighting, while their feet do fly. 

The Parthian starts at Rome’s imperial name, 

Fledg’d with her eagle’s wing ; the very chain 



218 


POSTHUMOUS POEMS 


Of his captivity rings in his ears. 

Thus, Oh, thus fondly do we pitch our fears 30 
Far distant from our fates — our fates that mo& 

Our giddy fears with an unlooked-for shock. 

A littlh more, and I had surely seen 
Thy grisly majesty. Hell’s blackest queen, 

And CEacus on his tribunal too, 35 

Sifting the souls of guilt ; and you, O you, 

You ever-blushing meads, where do the blest, 

Far from dark horror’s home, appeal to rest. 

There amorous Sappho plains upon her lute 
Her lov#'s cross fortune, that the sad dispute 40 
Runs murmuring on the strings. Alcaeus there 
In high-built numbers wakes his golden lyre, 

To tell the world how hard the matter went, 

How hard by sea, by war, by banishment. 

There these brave souls deal to each wond’ring ear 45 
Such words, so precious, as they may not wear 
Without religious silence : above all 
War’s rattling tumults, or some t3rrant’5 fall, 

The thronging, clotted multitude doth feast. 

What wonder, when the hilhdred -headed beast 50 
Hangs down his lugs, stroked with those heavenly 
lines, 

The Furies’ curl’d snakes meet in gentle twines 
And stretch their cold limbs in a pleasing fire ; 
Prometheus’ self and Pelops’ starvM sir^ 

Are cheated of their pains ; Orion thinks 55 

Of lions now no more, or spotted lynx. 
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ON*THE GUNPOWDER TREASON 

X 

I sing impiety beyond a name : 

Who styles it anything, knows not the same. 

Dull, sluggish Isle, what more than lethargy 
Grips thy cold limbs so fast thou canst not fly 
And stj|rt from off thy centre ? Hath heaven's love 5 
StufFd thee so full with bliss thou canst not jnove ? 

If so, O Neptune, may she far be thrown 
By thy kind arms to a kind world unknown ; " 

Let her survive this day, once mock her fate 

And she’s an island truly fortunate. la 

Let not my suppliant breath raise a rude storm 

To wreck my suit — oh, keep pity warm 

In thy cold breast, and yearly on this day 

Mine eyes a tributary stream shall pay. 

Dost thou not see an exhalation 15 

Belch’d from the sulph’rj lungs of Phlegethon ? 

A living comet, whose pestiferous breath 
Adulterates the virgin air ? With death 
It labours ; stifled Nature’s in a swound, 

Ready to drop into a chaos ; round 20 

About horror’s displayed ; it doth portend 

That earth a shower of stones to heaven shall send, 

And crack the crystal globe ; the milky stream 

Shall in a silver rain run out, whose cream 

Shall choke the gaping earth, which then shall fry 25 

In flames, and qf a burning fever die. 

That wonders may in fashion be not rare, 

A winter’s thunder with a groan shall scare 
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And rouse the sleepy ashes of the dead, 

Making them skip out of their dusty bed. 30 

Those twinkling eyes of heaven, which efen now 
shined, 

Shall with one flash of lightning be struck blind* 

The sea shall change his youthful green, and slide 
Along the shore in a grave, purple tide. 

It does presage that a great Prince shall climb 35 
And get a starry throne before his time. 

To usher in this shoal of prodigies, 

Thy infants, Aeolus, will not suffice. 

No, no f a giant wind, that will not spare 
To toss poor men like dust into the air ; 40 

Jostle down mountains ; Kings’ courts shall be sent. 
Like bandied balls, into the firmament ; 

Atlas shall be tripp’d up ; Jove's gate shall feel 
The weighty rudeness of his boisterous heel. 

All this it threats, and more : Horror that dies 45 
To th’ empyrean of all miseries. 

Most tall hyperboles cannot descry it ; 

Mischief that scorns expression should come nigh it. 
All this it only threats ; th<* meteor lied ; 

It was exhaled, a while it hung, and died. 50 

Heaven kick’d the monster down, down it was 
thrown— 

The fall of all things it presaged, its own 
It quite forgot— the fearful earth gave way 
And durst not touch it ; here it made no stay. 

At last it stopp’d at Pluto’s gloomy porch ; 55 

He straightway lighted up his pitchy torch. 

Now to those toiling souls it gives its light, 

Which had the happiness to work th’ night. 

They ban the blaze and curse its courtesy 

For lighting them unto their misery. 60 
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Till now hell was imperfect — it did need 
Some rare choice torture — ^now ’tis hell indeed. 
Then gl8t thy dire lamp with the .warmest blood 
That runs in violet pipes ; none other food 
It can digest : then watch the wild-fire well, 
Lest it break' forth and bum thy sooty cell. 


II 

Reach me a quill, pluck’d from the flaming wing 
Of Pluto’s Mercury, that I may sing 
Death to the life. My ink shall be the blood 
Of Cerberus, or Alecto’s viperous brood. 

Unmated malice ! O unpeer’d despite ! 

Such as the sable pinions of the night 
Never durst hatch before : extracted see 
The very quintessence of villainy. 

I fear to name it, lest that he which hears 
Should have his soul frighted beyond the spheres. 
Heaven was asham'd to see our mother Earth 
Engender with the Night, and teem a birth 
So foul, one minute’s light had it but seen, 

The fresh face of the mora had blasted been. 

Her rosy cheeks you should have seen no more 
Dyed in vermilion blushes as before. 

But in a veil of clouds, muflfling her head, 

A solitary life she would have led. 

Afhrighted Phoebus would have lost his way. 
Giving his wanton palfreys leave to play 
Olympic .games in the Olympian plains, 

His trembling hands loosing the golden reins. 
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The queen of night got the green sickness then. 
Sitting so long at ease in her dark den. 

Not daring to peep forth, lest that a stone 25 

Should beat her headlong from her jetty throne. 

Jove’s tv^nkling tapers, that do light the world. 

Had been puffd out, and from their stations hurl’d. 
iEol kept in his wrangling sons, lest they 
With this grand blast should have been blown 
away. 30 

Amazed Triton, with his shrill alarms, 

Bade sporting Neptune to pluck in his arms, 

And lea^ embracing of the Isles, lest he 
Might be an actor in this Tragedy. 

Nor should we need thy crisped waves, for we 35 
An ocean could have made t’ have drownM thee. 
Torrents of salt tears from our eyes should run, 

And raise a deluge, where the flaming Sun 
Should cool his flery wheels, and never sink 
So low to give his thirsty stallions drink. 40 

Each soul in sighs had spent its dearest breath, 

As glad to wait upon their king in death ; 

Each winged chorister would swan-like sing 
A mournful dirge to their deceasM king ; 

The painted meadows would have laughed no more 45 
For joy of their neat coats, but would have tore 
Their shaggy locks, their flow’ry mantles turn’d 
Into dire sable weeds, and sate and mourn’d ; 

Each stone had straight a Niobe become, 

And wept amain, then rear’d a costly tomb 50 

T’ entomb the lab’ring earth ; for surely she 
Had died just in her delivery. 

But when Jove’s winged heralds this espied, 

Up to th* almighty thunderer they hied, 
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Relating this sad story ; straightway he 
The monster crush'd, maugre their midwifery. 
And may such Pythons never liye to see 
The light's fair fece, but still abortive be. 


Ill 

Grow plump, lean Death ; his Holiness a feast 
Hath now prepared, and you must be his guest. 
Come, grim Destruction, and in purple gore 
Dye seven times deeper than they were befoi^ 
Thy scarlet robes, for here you must not share 
A common banquet ; no, here’s princely fare. " 
And lest thy blood-shot eyes should lead aside 
This mass of cruelty, to be thy guide 
Three coal-black sisters (whose long sooty hair 
And grisly visages do fright the air : 

When Night beheld them, Shame did almost turn 
Her sable cheeks into a blushing morn, 

To see some fouler than herself) ; these stand, 
Each holding forth to ligb^ the aery brand. 

Whose purer flames tremble to be so nigh, 

And in fell hatred burning, angry die. 

Sly, lurking Treason is his bosom friend. 

Whom faint and pale-faced Fear doth still attend. 
These need no invitation ; only thou, 

Black, dismal Horror, come ; make perfect now 
Th’ epitome of Hell : oh, let thy pinions 
Be a gloomy canopy to Pluto’s minions. 

In this infernal majesty close shroud 
Yourselves, your Stygian states ; a pitchy cloud 
Shall hang the room, and for your tapers bright 
Sulphureous flames, snatch’d from eternal night. 
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But rest, affrighted Muse ; thy silver wings 
May not row nearer to these dusky kings. 

Cast back some amorous glances on the cates, 

That herjj are dressing by the hasty Fates, 30 

Nay, stop thy cloudy eyes ; it is not good 
To drown thyself in this pure pearly flood. 

But since they are for fire-works, rather prove 
A phoenix, and in chastest flames of love 
Offer thyself a virgin sacrifice, 35 

To quench the rage of hellish deities. 

But dares Destruction eat these candied breasts, 

The Muses’ and the Graces’ sugar’d nests? 

Dares hungry Death snatch of one cherry lip, 

Or thirsty Treason offer once to sip 40 

One drop of this pure nectar, which doth flow 
In azure channels warm through mounts of snow ? 

The roses fresh, conserved from the rage 
And cruel ravishing of frosty Age, 

Fear is afraid to taste of : only this 45 

He humbly crav’d, to banquet on a kiss. 

Poor, meagre Horror straightways was amazed, 

And in the stead of feeding Vood and gazed. 

Their appetites were gone at th’ very sight, 

But yet their eyes surfeit with sweet delight, 50 
Only the Pope a stomach still could find, 

But yet they were not powder’d to his mind. 

Forthwith each god stepp’d from his starry throne, 

And snatch’d away the banquet ; every one 
Convey’d his sweet delicious treasury 55 

To the close closet of eternity, .j. 

Where they will safely keep it from the rude 
And rugged touch of Pluto’s multit^e. 
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UPON THE KING'S CORONATION. 

I 

Sound forth, celestial organs, let heaven’s quire 

Ravish the dancing orbs, make them mount higher 

With nimble capers, and force Atlas tread 

Upon his tiptoes, ere his silver head 

Shall kiss his golden burden. Thou, glad Isle, 5 

That swS^m’st as deep in joy as seas, now smile ; 

Let not thy weighty glories, this full tide 
Of bliss, debase thee, but with a just pride 
Swell, swell to such an height that thou may’St vie 
With heaven itself for stately majesty. 10 

Do not deceive me, eyes ; do I not see 
In this blest earth heaven’s bright epitome, 

Circled with pure refined glory ? Here 
I view a rising sun in this our sphere. 

Whose blazing beams, niaugre the blackest night 1 5 
And mists of grief, dare force a joyful light. 

The gold in which he flames docs well pres^e 
A precious season and a golden age. 

Do I not see Joy keep his revels now. 

And sit triumphing in each cheerful brow ? 20 

Unmix’d felicity with silver wings 
Broodeth this sacred place ; hither Peace brings 
The choicest of her olive-crowns, and prays 
To have them gilded with his courteous rays. 

Do I not see a Cynthia, who may 25 

Abash the purest lilauties of the day, 

To whom heaven’sslamps often in silent night 
Steal from their stadons to repair their light ? 
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Do I not see a constellation, 

Each little beam of which would make a sun ? 30 

I mean those three great stars, who well may scorn 
Acquaintance with the usher of the mom. 

To gaze upon such stars each humble eye 
Would be ambitious of Astronomy. 

Who would not be a phceiiix, and aspire 35 

To sacrifice himself in such sweet fire ? 

Shine forth, ye flaming sparks of Deity, 

Ye perfect emblems of divinity ; 

Fix’d in your spheres of glory, shed from thence 
The treasures of our lives, your influence : 40 

For if you set, who may not justly fear 
The world will be one ocean, one great tear ? 


Strange metamorphosis ! It was but now 
The sullen heaven had veil’d its mournful brow 
With a black mask ; the clouds, with child by grief. 
Travelled th’ Olympian plains to find relief. 

But at the last, having not so much power 5 

As to refrain, brought forth a costly shower 
Of pearly drops, and sent her numerous birth, 

As tokens of her grief, unto the earth. 

Alas, the Earth, quite drunk with tears, had i;e2l’d 
From off her centre, had not Jove upheld xo 

The staggering lump ; each eye spent all its store. 

As if hereafter they would weep no more. 

Straight from this sea of tears there does appear 
Full glory flaming in her own free sphere. 

Amas^ Sol throws off his mournful weeds, 15 
Speedily harnessing his fiery steeds, 
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Up to Olympus’ stately top he hies, 

From whence his glorious rival he espies ; 

Then #ond’ring starts, and had the courteous Night 
Withheld her veil, h’ had forJeited his sight. 20 
The joyful spheres, with a delicious sound, 

Affright th’ amazed air, and dance around 
To their own music, nor, until they see 
This glorious Phoebus set, will quiet he. 

Each aery syren now hath got her song, 25 

To whom the merry lambs do trip along 
The laughing meads, as joyful to behold 
Their winter-coats cover’d with flaming golth 
Such was the brightness of this Northern star. 

It made the virgin Phoenix come from far ' 30 < 

To be repair’d ; hither she did resort, 

Thinking her father had removed his court. 

The lustre of his face did shine so bright 

That Rome’s bold eagles now were blinded quite ; 

The radiant darts, shot from his sparkling eyes, 35 

Made every mortal gladly sacrifice 

A heart burning in love : all did adore 

This rising son ; their facos nothing wore 

But smiles and ruddy joys, and at this day 

All melancholy clouds vanish’d away. 40 • 


UPON THE BIRTH OF THE 
PRINCESS ELIZABETH 

Bright star of majesty ! oh, shed on me 
Apredous influence, as sweet as thee ; 

That with each wt»rd my loaden pen lets fall 
The fragrant Spring may be perfum’d withal ; 
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That Sol from them may suck an honied shower, 5 
To glut the stomach of his darling flower. 

With such a sugar’d livery made fine. 

They shall proclaim to all that they are thine. 

Let noni dare speak of thee, but such as thence 
Extracted have a balmy eloquence. 10 

But then, alas, my heart, oh, how shall I 
Cure thee of thy delightful tympany ? 

I cannot hold ; such a springtide of joy 
Must have a passage, or ’twill force a way ; 

Yet shall my loyal tongue keep this commaifl! ; 15 

But givs me leave to ease it with my hand. 

And though these humble lines soar not so high 
As is thy birth, yet from thy flaming eye 
Drop down one spark of glory, and they’ll prove 
A present worthy of Apollo’s love. 20 

My quill to thee may not presume to sing : 

Let th’ hallow’d plume of a seraphic wing 
Be consecrated to this work, while I 
Chant to myself with rustic melody. 

Rich, liberal Heaven, what bath your treasure 
store •• 25 

Of such bright angels, that you give us more ? 

Had you, like our great sun, stampM but one 
For earth, ’t had been an ample portion. 

Had you but drawn one lively copy forth, 

That might interpret our fair Cynthia’s worth, 30 
Y’ had done enough to make the lazy ground 
Dance, like the nimble spheres, a joyful round. 

But such is the celestial excellence 
That in the princely pattern shines, from whence 
The rest portraited are, that ’tis ncppain 35 

ravish heaven to limn them o’er again* 
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Witness this map of beauty, every part 
Of wh^ch doth show the quintessence of art. 

See 1 nothing’s vulgar, every atgm here 
Speaks the great wisdom of th’ artihcer. 4a 

Poor Earth hath not enough perfection 
To shadow forth th’ admired paragon. 

Those sparkling twins of light should I now style 
Rich diamonds, set in a pure silver foil, 

Or call her cheek a bed of new-blown roses, 45 
And sa^that ivory her front composes ; 

Or should I say that with a scarlet wave 
Those plump, soft rubies had been drest so Krave ; 

Or that the dying lily did bestow 

Upon her neck the whitest of his snow ; 50 

Or that the purple violets did lace 

That hand of milky down : all these are base. 

Her glories 1 should dim with things so gross, 

And foul the clear text with a muddy gloss. 

Go on then, Heaven, and limn forth such another ; 55 
Draw to this sister miracle a brother ; 

Compile a fifth glorious egitomc 
Of heaven and earth, and of all rarity, 

And set it forth in the same happy place, 

And I’ll not blur it with my paraphrase. 60 


EX EUPHORMIONE 

O Dea syderei seu tu stirps alma Tonantis^ etc. 

Bright goddess 1 whether Jove thy father be, 

Or Jove a father ^11 be made by thee, 

Oh, crown these prayers, mov’d in a happy hour, 
But with one cordial smile ; for lo, that power 
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Of Love’s all -daring hand that makes me bom 5 
Makes me confess ’t. Oh» do not thou with 
Great Nymph, o’erlook my lowness; heaven yon 
kpow, 

And all their fellow-deities will bow 
Even to the naked’st vows : thou art my fate ; 

To thee the Parcse have given up of late 10 

My threads of life. If, then, I shall not live 
By thee, by thee yet let me die ; this give, 

High Beauty’s sovereign, that my funeral flk^es 
May draw their first breath from thy starry b^uns. 
The Phoenix’ self shall not more proudly burn, 15 
That fetcheth fresh life from her fruitful um. 


AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF 
DR PORTER 

5 tay, silver-footed Cam, strive not to wed 
Thy maiden streams so soon to Neptune’s bed ; . 

Fix here thy wat’ry eyes upon these towers, 

Unto whose feet, in reverence of the powers 
That there inhabit, thou on every day 5 

With trembling lips an humble kiss dost pay. 

See all in mourning now : the walls are jet, 

With pearly papers carelessly beset ; 

Whose snowy cheeks, lest joy should be express’d, 
The weeping pen with sable tears hath dress’d. 10 
Their wrongM beauties speak a tragedy, 

.Somewhat more horrid than an el^. 

Pure and unmixM cruelty they tell, 

Which poseth Mischiefs self to parallel. 
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Jnstice hath lost her hand, the Law her head ; 

Peace ^ an orphan now : her father’s dead ; 

Honesty’s nurse, Virtue's blest guardian, 

That heavenly mortal, that seraphic man. 

Enough is said ; now, if thou canst crowd on 
Thy lazy, crawling streams, prithee be gone, zo 
And murmur forth thy woes to every flower, 

That on thy banks sits in a verdant bower. 

And is instructed by thy glassy wave 
To paii^its perfum’d fece with colours brave. 

In veils of dust their silken heads they’ll hidg, 25 
As if the oft-departing sun had died. 

Go, learn that fsital quire, so sprucely dight 
In downy surplices and vestments white, 

To sing their saddest dirges, such as may 
Make their scared souls take wing and fly away. 30 
Let thy swol’n breast discharge thy struggling groans 
To th’ churlish rocks, and teach the stubborn stones 
To melt in gentle drops ; let them be heard 
Of all proud Neptune’s silver-shielded guard ; 

That grief may crack that ^string, and now untie 35 
Their shackled tongues to chant an elegy. 

'Whisper thy plaints to th’ Ocean’s courteous ears, 
Then weep thyself into a sea of tears. 

A thousand Helicons the Muses send 
In a bright crystal tide ; to thee they tend. 40 

Leaving those mines of nectar, their sweet fountains, 
They fbrce a lily path through rosy mountains. 

Fear not to die with grief ; all bubbling eyes 
Are teeming now with store of fresh supplies* 
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AN ELEGY UPON THE DEATH OF 

hSr stanninow, fellow of 

QUEENS’ COLLEGE 

Hath aged Winter, fledg’d with feather’d rain, 

To frozen Caucasus his flight now ta’en ? 

Doth he in downy snow there closely shrondb 
His bed'rid limbs, wrapp’d in a fleecy cloud ? 

Is th* earth disrobed of her apron white, 5 

Kind Winter’s gift, and in a green one dight ? 

Doth she begin to dandle in her lap 
Her painted infants, fed with pleasant pap, 

Which their bright father, in a precious shower 
From heaven’s sweet milky stream, doth gently 
pour ? 10 

Doth blithe Apollo clothe the heavens with joy, 

And with a golden wave wash clean away 
Those dirty smutches whicji their fair fronts wore. 
And make them laugh which frown’d and wept 
before ? 

If heaven hath now forgot to weep, oh, then 15 
What mean these showers of tears amongst us men ? 
These cat^acts of grief, that dare ev’n vie 
With th’ richest clouds their pearly treasury ? 

If winter’s gone, whence this untimely cold, 

That on these snowy limbs hath laid such hold ? iso 
What more than winter hath that dire art found, 
These purple currents, hedg’d witlydolets round 
To coralise, which softly wont to slide , , 

In crimson wavelets and in scarlet tide? 
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If Flora’s darlings now awake from sleep, 25 

And 01^ of their green mantlets dare to peep, 

Oh, tell me then, what rude, outrageous blast 
Forced this prime flower of youth to make si|^h haste 
To hide his blooming glories, and bequeath 
Ilis balmy treasure to the bed of death ? 30 

’Twas not the frozen zone ; one spark of fire 
Shot from his flaming eye had thaw’d its ire, 

And made it bum in love : ’twas not the rage 
And tooiungenlle nip of frosty age ; 

’Twas not the chaste and purer snow, whose giest 35 
Was in the modest nunnery of his breast. 

No, none of these ravish’d those virgin roses, • 

The Muses’ and the Graces’ fragrant posies, 

Which, while they smiling sate upon his face, 

They often kiss’d, and in the sugar’d place 4a 

Left many a starry tear, to think how soon 
The golden harvest of our joys, the noon 
Of all our glorious hopes, should fade 
And be eclipsed with an envious shade. 

No ; ’twas old doting Dea|h, who, stealing by, 45 
Dragging his crooked burden, look’d awry, 

And straight his amorous scythe, greedy of bliss. 
Murder’d the earth’s just pride with a rude kiss. 

A wingM herald, glad of so sweet a prey, 

Snatch’d up the falling star, so richly gay, 50 

^d plants it in a precious, perfum’d bed, 

Amongst those lilies which his bosom bred ; 

Where round about hovers with silver wing 
A golden summer, an eternal spring. 

Now that his roo^such fruit again may bear, 55 
each eye water ’t with a courteous tear. 
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At th’ ivory tribunal of your hand 
<Fair one) these tender leaves do trembling stand* 
Knowing ’tis in the doom of your sweet eye 
Whether the Muse they clothe shall live or ^ie. 

Live she or die to fame ; each leaf you meet 5 

Is her life’s wing, or her death’s winding sheet. 

Though now ’tis neither May nor June, 

And nightingales are out of tune, 

Yet in these leaves (fair one) therejies 
(Sworn servant to your sweetest ^yes) 

A nightingale, who may she spread 5 

In your white bosom her chaste bed ; 

Spite of all the maiden snow 
Those pure untrodden paths can show, 

You straight shall see her wake and rise 
Taking fresh life from your fair eyes ; 10 

And with clasp’d wings proclaim a Spring 
Where Love and she shall sit and sing : 

For lodg’d so near your sweetest throat 
What nightingale can lose her note ? 

Mor let her kindred birds complain 15 

. Because she breaks the year's old reign ; 

For let them know she’s none of those 
Hedge-choristers whose music ow^ 

^.Only such strains as serve to keep 

Sad shades and sing dull Night asleep, ao 

884 
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No ! she’s a priestess of that grove» 

The holy chapel of chaste love. 

Your vi^in bosom. Then whatever 
Poor laws divide the public year/ 

Whose revolutions wait upon 25 

The wild turns of the wanton Sun : 

Be you the lady of Love’s year : 

Where your eyes shine his suns appear : 

There all the year is Love’s long Spring, 

There al^ the year Love’s nightingales shall sit and 
sing. 30 


OUT OF GROTIUS’S TRAGEDY OF 
CHRIST’S SUFFERINGS. 

0 Thou the span of whose omnipotence 

Doth grasp the fate of things, and share th’ events 
Of future chance ! the world’s grand Sire ; and mine 
Before the world. Obedient lo ! I join 
An equal pace thus far ; th!^ word my deeds 5 

Have flowed together ; if ought further needs 

1 shrink not, but thus ready stand to bear 
(For else why came I ?) ev’n whate’er I fear. 

Yet O what end ? Where does the period dwell 

Of my sad labours ? No day yet co^d tell lO 

My soul she was secure. Still have 1 borne 
A still increasing burden ; worse hath torn 
His way through bad, to my successive hurt. 

I left my glorious Father’s star-pav’d Court ; 

Ere born was bani&i’d ; born was glad t’embrace 15 
A poor (yea scarce a) roof, whose narrow place 
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Was not so much as clean ; a stable kind ; 

The best my cradle and my birth could hnd. 

Then was I known ; and known unluckily 
A weak, a wretched child ; even then was I 20 
For king an enemy, even worth 

II is fear ; the circle of a year's round growth 
Was not yet full, (a time that to my age 
Made little, not a little to his rage) 

When a wild sword ev'n from their breasts, did lop 25 
The mothers’ joys in an untimely crop. 

The search of one child (cruel industry !) 

Was 1q-;s of multitudes ; and missing me 

A blood-drunk error spilt the costly aim 

Of their mad sin ; (how great ! and yet how vain !) 30 

I call’d a hundred miracles to tell 

The world my father, then does envy swell 

And break upon me : my own virtue’s height 

Hurts me far worse than Herod’s highest spite ; 

A riddle ! (father) still acknowledg’d thine 35 

Am still refused ; before the infant shrine 
Of my weak feet the Persian Magi lay 
And left their Mithra for^my star : this they ; 

But Isaac’s issue the peculiar heirs, 

Of thy old goodness, know thee not for theirs, 40 
Basely degenerous. Against me flock 
The stiff-necked Pharisees that use to mock 
Sound goodness with her shadow which they wear, 
And ’gainst religion her own colours bear. 

The blood-hound brood of Priests against me 
draw 45 

Those lawless tyrant masters of the law. 

Pro&ne Sadocus too does fiercely ^ead 
His court-fed imps against this hated head. 



CIlJi/ST'S SUFFERINGS 


237 

What would they more ? tV have seen when at my 
nod 

Great Ifature’s self hath shrunk and spoke me 
God. “ 

Drink failing there where I a guest did shine 
The water blush’d and started into wine, 

Full of high sparkling vigour : taught by me 
A sweet inebriated ecstasy. 

And straight of all this approbation gal 55 

Good wine in all points, but the easy .ate. 

Other mA’s hunger with strange feasts I quell’d : 
Mine own with stranger fastings, when I hel(? 

Twice twenty days’ pure abs^‘ '*nce, to feed 

My mind’s devotion in My body’s need. ’ 60 

A subtle inundation of quick food 

Sprang in the spending fingers, and ’erflowed 

The people’s hunger, and when all were full 

The broken meat ’s much more than the whole. 

Xhe Wind all his roaring brags stood still 65 
And listen’d to the whispc of my will ; 

The wild waves couch’d ; the 2a forgot to sweat 
Under my feet, the waters Co be wet. 

In deathful desperate ills where art and all 

Was nothing, there mv voice was raed’cinal. 70 

Old clouds of thickest blindness fled my sight. 

And to my touch dark eyes did owe the light. 

He that ne’er heard now speaks, and finds a tongue 
To chant my praises in a new -strung song. 

Even he chat belches out a foaming flood 75 

Of hot defiance ’gainst whate’er is good 
Father and heir of darkness, when I chide 
Sinks into Horror*!^ bosom, glad to hide. 
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Himself in his own hell ; and now lets loose 
Man's breast (his tenement) and breaks up house. 80 
Yet here’s not all : nor was’t enough for me 
To ’friend the living world : even Death did see 
Me rafSging in his quarters ; and the land 
Of deepest silence answer’d my command. 

Heaven, earth, and sea, my triumphs ; what 
remained 85 

Now but the grave ? the grave itself 1 tamed. 

&c. 



NOTES 

STEPS TO THE TEMPLE 

» 

Page 7. Sospetto iVHerode, From the ^lian of 
Gian^ttisto Marini (1569*1625), being the fust book 
of his La Strage degP Innocenii. 

Argomento, 1. 6,/ond; foolish. 

St. i. 1. 1, Anthony, This no doubt refers ta 
St Antony of Padua (1195*1231). 

St. iv. 1. 2, Parthenope is Naples. 

St. V. 11. 1-3, Cf. Shelley {fVttch of At/ay, xix) ; 
Where the quick heart of the great world doth pant.”' 
St. vii. 11. 1*4, Cf. Milton {^Paradise Losty i. 193, 

194)1 

“And eyes that sparkling blazed;” 
and Paradise Lost, if. 706, 707 i 
“ Satan stood Unterrihed, and like a comet burned.^’' 
St. vii. 1. 8, Cf. Milton {Paradise Lost, L 386) : 

‘‘Jehovah thundering out of Zion.” 

St. viii. 1. 8, Cf. Milton {Hymn of Nativity,. 
xviii. 8) : 

“ Swindges the scaly horror of his folded tail.” 

St. X. 1, 8, Cf. Milton (Paradise Lost, i. 745) : 

“ Dropt from the zenith like a falling star.” 

St. xi. 1. 3, Cf. Milton (Paradise Lost, L 601, 602) 

“ ^d care sat on his faded cheek.” 

St. xL 1. 8, suspaet: suspicion. 

St. xivk 1. 4, Gladding: enlivening. 
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NOTES 


St xiv. 1. 7, Engaddi is on the western side of the 
Dead Sea. 

St. xvi. 1. 2, Ciashaw repeats this m^st vivid 
picture in two other places : see To the Nairn 
above every Name, i. 213, and The Glorious 
epiphany, 11. 69, 70. 

St. xvi, J. 3, the Temple sacred to sweet Peace: 
probably the temple of Janus in Rome, which 
was sacred to peace,” the doors of which 
were open in war times, and closed in times 
of peace. 

St. xvii. 1. 7, three wise men went^ see St 
Matthew, ii. i. 

Si. Iviii. 11. 5-7, Cf. Milton {Paradise Lost, ii., 
927-931): 

** At last his sail-broad vans He spreads for 
flight,” etc. 

St. xviii. 1. 8, Cf. Milton (Paradise Lost, i. 47, 
48): 

To dwell In adamantine chains and penal fire.” 

St. xix, 11. 6, 7, Cf, Milton (Paradise Lost, i. 542, 

543): 

A shout that tore Hell’s concave, and beyond 

Frighted the reign of Chaos and old Night,” 

St. xxii. 1. 8, Cf, Milton (Paradise Lost, i, 386). 

St. xxvi. 1. 6, Cf, Giles Fletcher (Christ* s Victory 
in Heaven, Ixxxii.). 

“ A star comes dancing up the Orient.” 

St, XXX. 1. 8, the common people of the skies* Sir 
Henry Wotton has the same phrase in his 
poem on the Queen of Bohemia. 

St. xxxiv. 1. I, Alecto: one of the B'uries. 

St. xl. 1. 7, Cf. Burns’s Death and Dr Hornbook, 
St. vi. 

St xlii., xliii. The proper names in these stanzas 
are those of the monsters of fabled antiquity 
who figure in the old clal^c writers such as 
Ovid and Homer. 
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St. xliii. 1. 4, the Parca: the Fates. 

St. xliii. 1. 6. This line has been suggested as a 
motto for Hood’s Song of the Shirt, 

St. xlv. I. I, Diomects horses: the" fabled mares of 
Apollodorus. * 

St. xlv. 1. I, Phereus: a tyrant of Thessaly. 

St, xlv. 1. 2, Therodamas: a king of Scythia. 

St, xlv. 1. 3, Busiris: another inhuman monarch. 
See Milton’s Paradise Lost^ i. 307. 

St. xlv^l. 5, Lestrigonians : cannibals of Sicily. 

St. xlv. 1. 6, Procrustes : a robber and murderer of 
Attica. * 

St. xlv. 1. 7, Scyron: a murderer who threw his 
victims irom the rocks. 

St. xlv. 1. 8, Schinis: another robber, who tortured 
his victims to death in oak-trees. See Ovid, 
*Met, vii. 

St. xlvi, 1. 2, Mezentius: a cruel king ; Geryon: a 
three-headed monster of mythology. 

St. xlvi. 1. 3, Pkalaris : a ruler and tyrant of Sicily. 

St, xlvi. 1. 3, Ochus was Artaxerxes the third of 
Persia, another tyrant. 

St. xlvi. 1. 3. Ezelinus: another tyrant. 

St. xlviii. 1. 2, fold's fair eyes, Cf. The Weeper^ 

1 . 179. 

St. 1. 1. I, Erinnys: the goddess of vengeance. 

St. Ixi. 1. 2, embraves : (?) adorns. 

Pj^e 29. The Tear, This is, not unlikely, an 
overflow from The Weeper, which see. 

Page 32. Psalm xxiii, 1. 30, rub: impediment. 
See Shakespeare {.King Richard II,, III. iv. 4), 

Page 34? Psalm cxxxvii, 1. 21, Unperched: 
without a support. 

Q 
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3 .S- ^ Treatise of Charity, The 

** Treatise” here referred to was, as stated on a 
sabseqnent page, Robert Shelford’s “Five Pious and 
Learned Discourses.” See full title, page 26fl 

“ Robert Shelford was of Peterhouse, and 
prStested against the identification of the Pope 
with anti-Christ, had great influence with 
Crashaw, and in this poem prefixed to 

‘Five Pious and Learned Discourses.* 

Robert Shelford of Ringsheld in Suffolk, 
Priest.’ (Universitie of Cambridge, 
1635. 4to.) ^ 

Crashaw denounces those who dissociate art from 
reKgious worship, or attack the papacy as ‘a 
point of faith.’ 

— Diet, Nat, Biogn 

Bom in 1563, it maybe at Gillingham, Norfolk. 
M. A. and Bible Clerk of Peterhouse. Instituted 
by the Crown Rector of Rin^^sfield, 7th October, 
1599 : held the living until his death, being 
succeeded 20th May 1639 by Nicholas Gostlyng. 

At Kingsfield the church steeple was built and the 
ceiling quaintly painted at his expense. 

His curious memorial stone within the communion 
rails and altar tomb /built in 1623 in the sixtieth 
year of his age, and the twenty-second of his in- 
cumbency), are still extant. 

Davy’s Suffolk Collections, Addit. MS. 19, 1 12, ft, 
108, 170^. 

Died unmarried about May, 1639. Note from 
Will, dated ist August 1638 : proved 14th May 
1639 (registered in the P, C. C. 70 Harvgr).” 


Page 42. To our Lord upon the water made wins* 
Crasltow had previously — viz. iz^ his Epjgrammaia 
Sacra (i634)-^ealt with this subject in a short 
epigram, the text of which is here given along widi 
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Aaron Hill’s translation, or rather interpretation, 
of it. 

Aquae in Vinum Versae, 

(St John ii. i-io.) , 

Unde rubor vestris, et non sua purpura lymp^iis? 
Quae rosa mirantes tarn nova mutat aquas ? 

Numen, convivae, praesens agnoscite Numen : 
Nympha pudica Deum vidit, et erubuit. 

Water turned into wine. 

When Christ at Cands feast by posdr divine 
Inspired cold water with the warmth of wine ; 

Seel cri^they^ while in reddening tide it gusddy 
The bashful stream hath seen its God^ and blush’d. 

The fourth line of the Latin text has been v£riouslv 
Englished, partly owing to the misprint of ** Lympha ’’ 
for Nympha ” in many reprints of the epigram. 
The following versions of this fourth line may be 
noted : — 

“ The chaste Nymph saw a God, and blusht for fear ” 
(Barksdale), 

*‘The element saw God, and blushed with awe” 
(Ilayley), 

**The conscious water saw its God, and blushed.” 

** The modest Nymph saw the God, and blushed.” 

“ The chaste Nymph hath seen her God, and blush’d ” 
(Clark), 

“The conscious water blushed its God to see” 
(Ashe), 

“The shy Nymph saw her God, and blush’d” 
(Grosart), 

Page 43. Neither durst any manf etc,^ 1. 20, 
panegyris : praise or panegyric. 

Page 49. On the wounds of our Crucified Lord^ 
11. 9-10. See Luke vii. 38. 

Page 50* On St Peter cutting off Malchus* ear. 
See Luke xxii. 50. ^ 

Page 51. Vponthe Powder • Day ^\, AU^HuUow: 

the I St of November, All Hallows Day. 



244 


NOTES 


CARMEN DEO NOSTRO 

Page 57. An Epigram upon the PictU^^es, etc. 
This Epigram being portion of the original book, 
published 1652, we reprint it in its place, although 
the “Pictures” are not here reproduced. The 
pictures are twelve in number, and illustrate the 
undernamed poems. 

1. “To the noblest and best of ladies, the 

Countess Denbigh.” 

2. * To the name of Jesus.” 

3. ‘ In the Holy Nativity.” 

4. ‘ In the Glorious Epiphany.” 

5. ^ The Office of the Holy Cross.” 

6. “ The Recommendation.” 

7. “Sancta Maria Dolorum.” 

8. “ The Hymn of St Thomas.” 

9. “ Dies Ine, Dies Ilia.” 

10. “ O Gloriosa Domina.” 

11. “The Weeper.” 

12. “ Hymn to St Teresa.” 

Page 58. To the noblest and best of Ladies^ etc. 
Motto : ** Non ViP This refers to the picture in the 
1652 edition. 

DENBIGH, SUSAN, COUNTESS OF 

Husband, William Feilding, bom about 1582. 
Educated at Emmanuel College, Cambridge. 
Married about 1607, Susan, only sister of the 
whole blood to George, afterwards (1623-29) the 
celebrated Duke of Buckingham, daughter of Sir 
George Villiers, by his second wife, Mary, suo 
juroy Countess of Buckingham. 

Created Earl of Denbigh 14th September 1622. 
Created M.A. of Cambridge 3rd March 1627. 
A volunteer in Prince Rupert’s Horse, 1642. 

Died of his wounds received^in a skirmish near 
Birmingham, 8th April 1643, and was buried 
at Moil’s Kirby, County Warwick, 
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Admon. 8th June 1651 to a creditor. Succeeded 
by J;iis son, Basil Feilding, as second Earl. 

Crashaw’s Patroness — Susan, Countess of 
Denbigh (after 8th April 1643* more generally 
described as the * * Dowager-Countefs ” of 
Denbigh). 

Her correspondence shows her to have been a 
woman of strong and earnest character. {Hist. 
MSS, Conim.y fourth report, pp. 254, 260.) 

Had early inclinations towards becoming a Roman 
Catholic (cf. letter of Eliza, Viscountess Falk- 
lands to her, about 1625, in CcU. St Pap.i^ Dom. 
Addemla, 1625-49, pp. 88-89). 

After her husband’s death she accompanied the 
Queen, Henrietta Maria, to Oxford, and during 
the same year (1644) to France. At either city 
[Oxford or Paris] she would have an opportunity 
of making Crashaw’s acquaintance. 

Her son, the second Earl of Denbigh, made formal 
acknowledgment (21st October 1651} that his 
mother had turned Roman Catholic. 

Her relations with the Queen became strained, and 
on 28th October 1651 she wrote from Paris an 
affecting letter to her son, in which she says 
that she is no longer with her Majesty, who has 
gone into a nunnery, ^d has * left me in a sad 
condition, ready to be cast into the streets.’ 
Illness prevents her from coming over to justify 
herself [to the Committee for Compounding] till 
spring, ‘if I live so long.’ 

Her intimacy with the Queen had marked her 
out for a ‘delinquent.’ The Committee for 
Compounding were ordered (15th April 1651) 
by the Council of State to seize her estate, 
and they in their turn tried to bully her son 
into mving them information about it. He 
denied that his mother possessed any personal 
estate or other means* Their search having 
proved unsuccessful, the Committee for Com- 
pounding gave her till ist January 1652 to come 

3 Persistently called * Mary'* in Indexes. 
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over and take the oath of abjuration, but she 
did not appear, and proceedings were ultimately 
allowed to slide. (Cf. CaL Proc, Comm, 
for Comp,, 1643-60, pp. 436, 490, 497, 27^); 
Okl. St, Papers, Dom. 1651, pp. 149, 288; 
Nicholas Papef‘s, Camd. Soc., i. 306), 

Still living in France, 13th May 1652. {Cal, St, 
Papers, Dom. 1651-52, p. 239.) 

And at Paris in November 1654. (Nicholas 
Papers, Camd. Soc., ii. 136.) 

Death. — It would (almost) appear from a letter 
of Charles II. to Henry Bennet,^ dated at 
Cologne 8th June 1655, that she had died there 
recently. 

(Complete Peerage, edited by G. E, C[ockayne], iii. 

59.) 

For a time then her movements were pretty 
identical with those of Crashaw.^’ — G, G. 

Page 60. To the Name above every name, the 
name of Jesus, 1. 34, cf., “These tumultuous shops 
of nohe” (Prayer : An Ode, 1. 69). 

L. 149, conduct : train, or retinue. 

L. 213, Cf., “the ruby portals of the East’* 
(Sospetto ctHerode, xvi. 2). 

Page 68. In the Holy Nativity of Our Lord God, 
The following lines figure beneath the picture in the 
1652 edition : 

“Ton Cr^ateur te faict voir sa naissance, 

Deignant souffrir pour toy des son enfknce,** 

Cf. this Hymn with that of Milton on the same 
subject. 

LI. 21-22, E. K. Chambers (Vaughan’s Poems, vol. 
i., p. 316) compares V’s : 

“Ay! victory, 

Which from Thine eye 

Breaks as the day doth from the East.” 

L. 49, embraves: adorns. The same word 
occurs in New Yearns Dap, 

L. 97, points ; (?) pupils. 

Page 72. Neiv YeaPs Day, 1. 21, embrace : adorn ; 
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1 . 34, his eastern paramours : the sun worshippers of 
Persia. 

Page 74. In the Glorious Epiphany of Our Lord 
God. 

L. 18, cf. Milton {Paradise Lost^ iii. 38dJ : 

“Dark with excessive bright.” 

And cf. with 11 . 58 and 59 of this poem. 

L. 25, indifferent: impartial. 

L. 46, Grosart compares with Sospetto dHerode^ 
St. xxiii. ; 

“That He whom the sun serves should faintly peep 
Thros^gh clouds of i^ant flesh.’* 

LI. 69, 70, c\. To the name above every name^ 

1. 213 : 

“The ruby windows which enrich’d the East.” 

L. 116, deliquium: swoon, faint. 

L. 21 1, legible for legibly. 

Page 84. To the Queen’s Majesty. The queen of 
this address was, of course, the queen of Charles 
the First. 

L, 2, These royal sages : the three Kings of the 
previous poem. 

Page 85. The Office of the Holy Cross, The follow- 
ing Latin lines appear underneath the illustration to 
this poem in the 1652 edifSon : “ Tradidit semetipsum 
pro nobis oblationem et hostiam Deo in odorem 
snavitatis.” Ad Ephe. v. 2. 

Page 97. Vexilla Eegis, 1 . 36, Cf. Hymn to St 
Teresa^ 1 . 28 : 

“ How much less strong is Death than Love.” 
Page 102. Sancta Maria Dolorum, 1 . i, Death’s 
sad Tree: the cross ; as also in 1 , 64. 

L. z6, my flints : his hard flinty eyes. 

Page 109. The Hymn of St Thomas^ 1 . 9, ports : 
gates or doors. * 

Page III, Lauda Sion Salvatorem^ 1 . 30, 

traetsumed : changed. 
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Page 1 15. Dies Ircp^ Dies Illa^ 1. 6i “ lie ” .* go ye. 

Page 1 1 8. The Ifymn, O Gloriosa Domifut* The 
following appears beneath the picture to this poem in 
the Paris (1652) edition : ** Dilectus meus mihi, et 
ego illi^tti pascitur inter lilia.** Canticles vi. 

Page 119. In the Glorious Assumption, 11. 9, 10» 
Cf. Song of Solomon, ii. 10-13. 

Page 122. St Mary Magdalene, or The Weeper, 
The two motto lines (*‘ Lo ! where a wounded heart,” 
etc.) refer to the picture in the 1652 edition.^ 

L. 2, silver-footed rills. Other poets have the 
SRme thought, e,g,, Herrick speaks of “silver- 
footed Inamasis”; William Browne of 
“silver-footed Thetis”; and Charles Cotton 
of his favourite river Dove in “ thy silver feet,” 
Crashaw repeats the same thought in the first 
line of his Elegy on the Death of Dr Porter, 

L. 26, brisk : nimble, active. 

L. 46, Nuzzeld: nestled. 

L. provoke: challenge. 

L. 120, gold: the golden hair of Magdalene. 

L. 124, mine: the saint likened to a mine of 
gold, as also in 1. 125. 

L. 149, tinct: colour^ 

L. fields eyes: the flowers; and cf. with 
Sospetto, xlviii. 2. 

Page 130. A Hymn to . Saint Teresa, Saint 
Teresa (or Theresa) was bom at Avila, 1515 ; died 
1582 ; she was the authoress of many c^ks of a 
mystical character, including her Autobic^aphy : 
several of which have been Englished. English lives 
of her are by Dalton (1851), Miss Tren^ (1875)1 
Dr A. Whyte (1897), and others. 

L. 28, Cf. Vexilla Regis, 1. 36 : 

** How much death weigh’d more light than love.” 

L. 32, nonage : minority. 

L. 38, Cf. Henry Vaughan (7h Amoret Weeping) i 
“ And suck up A dozen distressed widows in one cup.” 
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L. 72, Cf. I. 36 of the poem addressed to the 
Countess Denbigh : 

I^93» Cf. “ His own feir sons of fire ” {^Counsel ^ 
1- 25)- 

L. 102, Cf, “Still longing so to be styi slain” 
{A Song^ 1, 10). 

L. 123, “The moon of maiden stars” is, of 
course, the Virgin. 

Page 136. An Apology for (he foregoing Hymny 
1. 41, sweet deaths of lave. This expression occurs 
also in The Flaming Hearty 1. 96. 

Pageg[4i. A Songy Cf. with 1. 2 of the second part 
the following line from the Hymn to Saint Teresa : 

“ And would for ever so be slain.** 

Page 142. Prayer: An Ode, 1. 18, Lovds greed 
artillery. In The Wounds of the Lord Jesus the 
thought is repeated ; “ Mighty Love’s artillery,” 

L, 54, the god of flies: Beelzebub. 

L. 69, Cf. “The airy shop of soul-appeasing 
sound ” ( To the Name above every namey 1, 34). 

L. 71, Cf, “Which dull mortality more feels 
than hears” {To the Name above every namey 
1. 31)- 

L. 1 16, The same phrase occurs in the poem to 
the Name of Jesus, 1. 182. 

Page 146, To the samPParty ( Counsel)y L, 25, 
sons oj fire. The phrase also occurs in the Hymn 
to Teresa, 1. 93. 

Page 148, Alexias (Three Elegies). “ Paraphrases 
of portions of * Alexias, seu Uxoris S. Alexii 
querimonise,’ seven elegies by Fran9ois Remond, to 
be found in *Delitue C. Poetarum Gallorum . . . 
rars tertia. Collectore Ranotio Ghero’ [Le, Janus 
Gruterus], pp. 221-237.” — G. G. 

Third Elegy, 1. 20, Cf. Pope (Elegy on an 
Unfortunate Ladgy 1..6) : 

Is it in heaven a crime to love too well ? ” 

L. 28, The^een of angels : the Virgin Mary. 

L. 31, Cecilia was the patroness of music, said to 
have suffered martyrdom in 230 a.d. 
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Page 152. Description of a Religims House^ etc. 
The original of this occurs in Barclay’s Arsenis, and 
is as follows : 

Non isthic aurata domus, luxuque fluentes 
Sunt epnlse, spondave sopor pretiosus ebumd, 

Aut in carbaseo Tyrius velatnine murex. 

Non gemma vibrante nitor, non resona cantu 
Limina, non prono famulatum examina collo, 

Ataue avidas, quicquid trahit in certamina gentes ; 

Sea nemora, et medae rupes neglectaque squalens 
Confraga : sunt epulm viies, jussseque quietis 
Kora brevis : duro velantur corpora texto : • 

Et labor in pretio, et vitam mors longa fatigat. 

At ne!|ue crudeles Dirae, vigilique nagello 
Ssevit cura ferox, falso non abditus ore 
Ipse seu insanus furit in prmcordia livor. 

Alma quies, parvisque habitat Concordia tectis, 

Et semper niveo veri de pectore risus. 

Ipsa suae meminit stirpis, seseque deisque 
Mens fruitur fselix, et novit in astra reverti. 

And Kingsmill Long (the translator of the whole of 
that romance) translated it as under (vide Barclay his 
Argenis ; or^ The Loves of Polyarchies and Argenis^ 
2nd ed. 1636} : 

Here no guilt ^ roofes, nor riotous Banquets bee ; 

No costly sleepe on l>eds ftf Ivorie ; 

No Coverlets, that Tyrian Purple dies ; * 

No ecchoing Roomes ; nor Pearle>embroderies ; 

No Bending Servants ; no things else, that are 
To covetous Nations causes of a warre. 

Their Groves, bare walles, and walkes no cost does 
keepe ; 

Hard is their fsce,* short their apointed sleepe ; 
Labour their gaines ; and coorse their cloathings be ; 
And by long death their lives they mortifie* 

But neither Furies, nor distracting care 
Rage heere ; nor does dissembled malice teare 
Their Owners heart-strings ; but ugth peaceful rest 


; s^sVfssdyes; ^/aect (?) five. 
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And concord are these little houses blest. 

Heere innocent smiles are from true hearts exprest : 
Her i^lfe, and all the gods, the happy Mind 
Enjoys, and backe to Heaven the way can find. 

L. 16, is quoted by Pope in kloisa tc^Ahelard^ 
1. 212. 

Page 155. Death's Lecture y etc. The “young 
gentleman ’’ of this almost Shakespercan poem was, 
as its title in 1646 edit, shows, James Stanninow (or 
Staninough) fellow of Queens’ College, Cambridge. 
He was buried (vide Grosart) in Queens’ College 
Chapeh Sth March, 1634-35 (St. Bot. Regr.). See 
also Crashaw*s Elegy on his death commencing 
“ Hath agM Winter, fledg’d with featheM rain.** 
LI. 22, 23 may have been suggested by 
Shakespeare’s — 

“ Now get you to my lady’s chamber, and tell her, 
let her paint an inch thick, to this flivour she 
must come” (Hamlet y v. i., 200). 

Page 156. Temperame. Leonard Lessius (1554- 
1623) was a learned Jesuit of Louvain, The work 
praised in the present poem was the following: 
*• Hygiasticon : or the right course of preserving 
Life and Health unto extream Old Age.” Done 
into English by T[imotliyJ S[mith]. Cambridge, 1654. 


THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES 

Page 165. Musids Duel, This poem is a transla- 
tion of the following Latin hexameters, written in 
imitation of Claudian from “ Prolusiones Academicse ” 
(lib. ii., prol. vi.) by Famianus Strada (1572-1649), a 
learned Jesuit. 

Jam sol a medio prenus deflexerat orbe 
Mitius, e raiftis vibrans crinalibus ignem, 

Cum Fidicen, propter Tiberina fluenta, sonanti 
Lenibat plectro curas, aestumque levabat 
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liice defensus nigra scenaque virenti. 5 

Aiidiit hunc hospes silvae Philomela propinquse 
Musa loci, nemoris siren, innoxia siren ; 

£t prope succedens stetit abdita frondibus, alte 
Accipieiv: sonitutn, secumque remurmiirat, et quos 
lUe modos variat ligitis, hsec gutture reddit. 10 

Sensit se Fidicen Philomela imitante referri, 

£t placuit ludum volucri dare ; plenius eigo 
Explorat citharam, tentamentunque futurae 
Prsebeat ut pugnae, percurrit protinus omnes 
Impulsu pernice fides, nec segnius ilia 15 

Mille per excurrens variaj discrimina vocis, 

Venturi specimen prsefert argutala cantus. 

Tunc Fidicen per fila movens trepidantia dextram, 
Nunc contemnenti similis diverberat ungue, 
Depectitque pari chordas, et simplice ductu. 20 

Nunc carptim replicat, digitisque micantibus urget 
Fila minutatim, celerique repercutit ictu, 

Mox silet. Ilia modis totidem respondet, et artem 
Arte refert. Nunc seu rudis aut incerta canendi 
Frojicit in longum, nulloque plicatile flexu 25 

Carmen init, simili serie, jugique lenore, 

Pnebet iter liquidum labenti e pictore voci ; 

Nunc csesim variat, modulisque canora minutis. 
Delibrat vocem, tremuloque recriprocat ore, 

Miratur Fidicen parvis e faucibus ire 30 

Tam varium, tarn dulce mSlos ; majoraque tentaiis 
Alternat mira arte fides ; dum torquet acutas 
Inciditque, graves operoso verbere pulsat 
Permiscetque simul certantia rauca sonoris, 

Ceu resides in bella viros clangore lacessat. 35 

Hoc etiam Philomela canit : dumque ore liquenti 
Vibrat acuta sonum, modulisque interplicat seqius ; 

£x inopinato gravis intonat, et leve murmur 
Turbinat introrsus, alternantique sonore 
Clarat, et infuscat ceu martia classica pulset. 40 
Scilicet erubuit fidicen, iraque calente, 

Aut non hoc, inguit, referes Citharistria silvse, 

Aut fracta cedam cithara. Nec plura loquutus 
Non imitabilibus plectrum concentibus urget 
Namque manu per fila volat, simul hos, simul illos 45 
Explorat numeros, chordaque laborat in omni, 
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Et strepit, et tinnit, crescitque superbius, et se 
Multiplical relegens, plenoque choreumate plaudit. 
Turn expectans, si quid paret cemula contra. 

Ilia autem, quanquam vox dudum exercita fauces 50 
Asperat, impatiens vine! simul advocat omnes 
Nequicquam vires : nam dum discrimina tanfa 
Reddere tot fidium nativa et simplice tentat 
Voce, canalicttlisque imitari grandia parvis ; 

Impar magnanimis ausis, imparque dolori 55 

Deficit et vitatn summo in certamine linquens 
Victoris cadit in plectrum, pars nacta sepulcrum. 
Usque adeo et tenues animas ferit cemula virtus. 

In (frosart’s edition (vol. i., pp. 203, 204) may 
be read an English version of thi^ striking 
poem, which he discovered at Brit. Museum 
in Addit. MSS. 19268. Owing to indistinct- 
ness of this MS. there are two words^ left "out 
by Grosart in his edition 5* the words omitted are 
(there can be little doubt) at the end of 
line beginning “Tryes her a^ine,^ etc., and 
accute^ at end of the succeeding line (“Some- 
times grave were ye tones,’* etc.). There are 
many other English versions of this episode, one 
being that of Ford, in Lovers Melancholy^ Act i. 
Scene i. 

L. 22, Cf. David Gray^s 

“This .... herald of the Spring .... daintily 
carved out Her voice” {Poems ^ 1874, p. 24). 

L. 39, Cf. agsun, D. Gray’s 

“ I heard the birds this live-long day, 

In sweet unwrinkled blending ” 

{Poems^ 1874, p. 133). 

L. 78, Prefer: to offer or present. 

L. 82, Prevents: anticipates. 

L. \z%^grutch: envy. 

L. 142, complaining: lamenting. 

One objection which may be made to this unique 
poem is that its story could not be true : an 
objection, it seems to us, devoid of prol^bility ; 
and here a pertinent passage from Willmott’s 
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Journal of Summer Time in the Country (cd. 
1851, p. 26) comes to our aid. Speaking of the 
blackcap, he says its ** intensity of feeing and 
effort is sometimes fatal. A thrush has been 
known to break a bloodvessel in the midst of 
its ifiusic, and drop lifeless from the tree. Nor 
is the story of the nightingale dying of sorrow 
to be considered a mere fiction of the poets. One 
or two instances of its emulative combats with 
human musicians are sufficiently attested.’* 

Page 170. 7 o the Morning, L. li, Illustrious: 
lustrous, radiant. 

L- 43 > orizons: songs (as prayers). 

Page 172. On a Foul Mornings etc, LI. 1-8, 
Grosart compares Shakespeare {Romeo and Juliet^ 
II. iii. 1-4). 

L. 3, illustrious : radiant, as in previous poem, 
1 . II. 

L. 9, instile: instill. ^ 

Wishes, Title, mistress: lover. 

Page 174. LI. II, 12, Cf. ‘*A soul sheath’d in a 
crystal shrine ** ( Temperance, 1. 25). 

L. \%^tire: apparel. 

L. 20, Taffeta: a thin silk ; tissue: ribband. 

L. 21, rampant: (?) obtrusive. 

L. 41, tires: garments. 

L. 64, bin: are. 

L. JO, flight: swift in transit. 

LI. ^o, 31, Sidneian showers: in allusion to Sir 
Philip Sidney and his ** sweet discourse” in 
Arcadia and elsewhere. 

Page 181. Upon the Death of a Gentleman. ** From 
Addit. (B.M.) MS. 33219, f. 3 b. it would appear 
that the * gentleman’ thus celebrated was Miraael 
Chaihbers elected Fellow of Chens’ College, 
dlambridge, in 1630. He graduated B.A. l628-29» 
and M.A, 1632, and dying, was buried i6tb February 
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1 ^ 33*341 chapel of the college. Searle’s 

History of the Queens^ College, pt. ii., p, 511,” 

— G. G. 

LI. ’23, 24, Cf. Phineas Fletcher 
Eclogue V.yyX\\.)\ - , 

“ Silence best speaks the mind.” * 

Page 182. Upon the Death of Mr Herrys. This 
“Mr Herrys” was a Fellow of Pembroke Hall in 
Cambridge, and the subject of several other poems 
by Crashaw (see the three pieces immediately suc- 
ceeding this one, as well as the one in Latin 
[Epitaphium in Dominum fferrissium] included in 
Grosart's and other editions of Crashaw.) 

L. 37, circular: eternal. 

Page 183. Upon the Death of the most desired Mr 
Herrys, “LI. 31-46 are not dissimilar to those In 
William Browne’s ShepkercPs Pipe^ Eel. IV. 11 . 109- 
120.”— G. G. 

L. 41, Auster: a strong south wind. 

Page 190. An Epitaph upon Mr Ashton, “Mr 
Ashton, From Addit. MS. 33219, f, 37^., we learn 
that he was a * citizen of London.’ 

Nothing leading to his idenliBcation can be found 
in Overall’s Remcmbramia ; Orridge’s Citizens and 
their Rulers ; Cal, of Wills in Court of Husting, 

In Visitation of London, 1633-35 {Harl, Soc. 15), 
there is a pedigree of Aston related to the family 
seated at Tixall, County Stafford. Simon and Robert 
Aston, both grocers, signed it in 1634.”— G. G. 

LI. 1-4, Cf, Pope’s Epitaph on Elijah Fenton^ 
11. 1, 2 ; 

“ This modest stone, what few vain marbles can, 
May truly say, Here lies an honest man,^^ 

L. 20, his Mothers veil: (?) the Church of his 
parents. 

L, 27, sans: without. 

Page 19a. To the Queen: upon her nutnerous 
progeny. The Queen was, of course, ilenrietta 
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M»ia, Queen of Charles I. ; and her children 
edebrated herein were the following : Charles 
James, Charles II., James, Mary and EU{^beth. 

LI. 63-75. Zoi/y Elizabeth, Henry Vaughan has 
some fine verses to the memory of this un- 
fortunate princess entitled, “An Epitaph upon 
the Lady Elizabeth, second daughter to his 
late Maje.sty.’* 

L. iQ4f haltyon is a bird (the Kingfisher) that 
comes early in spring time ; the word is also 
a synonym of calm or peace. 

Page 198. Upon two Green Apricots, In^he title 
the original edition of 1648 reads “Aprlcockes” 
( = Apriosas). 

L. 13, composures: compositions; referring to 
Abraham Cowley*s juvenile poems, entitled 
“ Poetical Blossoms,” 1633. 

Page 199. Upon Bishop Andrews's Picture before 
his Sermons. “ These lines appeared for the first time 
beneath the portrait of Bishop Andrewes prefixed 
to the THIRD edition of his * xevi Sermons,’ folio, 
1635, without name or initials ; they were reprinted 
in the fourth edition, 1641.” — G.G. 

Page 200 . On the Frontispiece of Isaacson's 
Chronology explained. * 

“Henry Isaacson (1581-1654), bom in London in 
September 1581, was the eldest son of Richard 
Isaacson, by Susan, daughter of Thomas Bryan. 
He appears to have been educated under the care 
of Bishop Lancelot Andrewes, by whom he was 
sent to Pembroke Hall, Cambridge. Upon 
leaving coU^e he became an inmate ^f the 
bishop's house, and remained with him as his 
amanuensis until Andrewes’s death in 1626. He 
himself died 7th December 1654. 

In 1630 he published a little volume called 
* Institutiones Pice,’ which isa really the work 
' of Andrewes ; and in 1650 a eulogy (misnamed 
A life) of the bishop. 
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But his principal work was the goodly folio 
celebrated by Crashaw. It is entitled ^Satorai, 
Ephemerides, sive Tabola Historico-Chrono- ' 
lo^ca, containing a Chronological Series . . « 
of the foure Monarchyes,’ etc-, 1633. Its 
compilation was prol)ably inspired by Ansdrcwes. 
The lists of authorities fill six pages, and the 
citations and references are remarkable for their 
accuracy. 

The curiously engraved title page, which Crashaw's 
verses are explanatory of, is the work of William 
Marshall. 

(For further particulars consult article s,tf, 
IsaaSson, Henry, in Diet. Nat. Biog.)''' 

— G. 

L. ii, perspicil : optic glass. 

Page 201. Out of Virgil: In Praise of the Spring. 
From the Latin of VirgiPs Georg. y ii. 323-345. 

L, 3, seed desire : some editions read ‘‘feed desire,” 
but the original Latin — “genitalia semina,” etc. 
— requires seed. 

L. 19, Auster ; a strong south wind, or sirocco. 

Page 202. The Beginning of Heliodorus. From the 
Greek of Heliodorus’ Aithiopicay Lib. i., cap. i. 

Page 203. Out of the Greek — Cupids Cryer. A 
translation of Moschus’ hrstjdyl. 

P^e 206. Out of the Italian : A Song. The 
originals of this and the two succeeding pieces 1 have 
been unable to discover. 

L. 18. William Watson {Lyric Lwey p. 230), 
compares with Ben Jenson’s — 

“ He hath plucked her doves and sparrows 
Ta feather his sharp arrows,” 

Page 208. Out of Catullus. Catulli Carmen V. 
There are many English versions of this piece ; that 
by Thomas Campion i^dde Bullen’s edition, p. 7) 
bmng one of the ^st. 

Page 210. Upon the Fair Ethiopian. William 
L’isle^s “Faife Ethiopian” was published in 1631. 

R 
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Page 210. Upon Venus putting on Marses Arms, 
'^Additional MS. entitles it ‘Out of Ausonius,’ but 
I cannot find the original.” — G. G. 

L. I, Cytherea : Venus. 

Page 210. Upon the Same. “ A rendering of the 
forty-tftird Epigram of Ausonius (l)elphin edition, 
1823, i. 88).’^ —G. G. 

Page 210. On Nanus mounted upon an Ant. 
“An expansion of the Greek epigram of Lucilius 
(Anthologia Groeca, ed. Jacobs, ii, 351). But I 
suspect that Crashaw was more probably translating 
from the version by Ausonius (Epigrammata 122, 
Delphin edition 1823, i. 141).” -c-G. G. 

Pag^2ii. To AUia. Out of Martial. “A render- 
ing of Epigram XIX., Book i. : Si memini, fuerant 
tibi quattuor, Aelia, dentes.*’ -^G. G. 


POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 

Pages 212-233. Posthumous Poems (I). These 
pieces, first printed by Grosart, are from the Bancroft 
(Tanner) MS. in the Bodleian Library, (j^xford. 

Page 214, In cicatrices Domini Jesu. ^ 

L. 2. In Prayer: tAn Ode, 1. 18, tJiere is a 
repetition of this thought. 

Page 216. Petronii : Ales Phasiacis, etc. (Petronii 
Satiroe, cap. 93). 

L. 14, hanselld: handled. 

I^age 217. Horatii {file et ne fasto, etc.). From 
Carminum, II. 13. 

L. 34, Hells blackest queen : Alecto, Queen of 
the Furies. - 

L. 54» Pelopi starvid sire : Tantalus. 

,, Page 219. On the Gunpowder Treason (/.) 

L. 38, Thy infants, Molus: the infiints of iSolus 
are said to have been Very nilinerous. 

Page 221. On the Gunpowder Treason { 11 .) 
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L. 29, jEoI: i^olus* 

L. 56, maugre : in spite of. 

Page«23. On the Gunpowder Treason (///.) 

L. 29, cates : provisions. 

Page 225. C/pon the Kin^s Coronation (/.) 

L. 1 5, maugre : in spite of. 

L. 32, the usher of the mom : the planet Lucifer. 

Page 226. Upon the Kin^s Coronation {//, ) 

L* 39, But smiles and ruddy joys. The same 
phrase occurs in On a Foul Mornings 1. 36. 

Page 2y. Upon the Birth of the Princess Elizabeth. 
daughter of Charles I. 

L. 12, tympany : distention. 

Page Ex Euphormiotie, “A paraphrase of 
twelve hexameters in John Barclay's ‘ Euphormionis 
Lusinini Satyricon/ part ii. (edit. Leyden, 1619, 
p. 183).’* -G. G. 

L. 10, The Parca : the Fates. 

Pj^e 230. An Elegy on the Death of Dr Porter. 

“ Georges Porter, Fellow of Queen's College, 
Cambridge, B.A. 1595-96, M.A. 1599, LL.D. 
l6ll. ' Incorporated at Oxford i6tb July 1600. 
Regius Professor of Civil Law at Cambridge. 
Date not given in Cambridge Calendar, but after 
the appointment of T. Morrison, LL.D. in 1611. 
Succeeded by Dr Thomas Goad in 1635. 

Foster's Alumni Oxon., early series, iii., 1182. 
Died 1635. Will dated 3rd October 1635, proved 
27th November 1635 (registered in P.C.C. 
HI Sadler). 

He mu^t have been a man of sturdy independence, 
for ie voted in 1626 against the all-powerful 
Dulce of Buckingham when the court candidate 
for the vacant university chancellorship. He 
was then Senior Fellow of Queens'. (Searle's 
* History of the Queens’ College/ pt. ii., p. 
455; Cooper’s * Annals of Cambridge,’ in. 
185.)”* -G. G. 
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L. I, silver-footed Cam: the phrase “silver-footed” 
also occurs in the second line of The Weeper, 

L, 20, crawling streams, Tennyson has “ The 
wrinkled sea beneath him crawls ” ; andT^harles 
Kingsley {Sands of Dee)’, “The cruel crawling 
fofe.” 

L. 2y, dight: dressed. 

L. 34, Neptune’s silver-shielded guard : the Nereids. 

Page 232. An Elegy upon the Death of Mr 
Stanninow, See note to Death’s Lecture^ ante. 

L. I, Cf. Carew’s (?) “When feather’d rain came 
softly down.” 

L. 6, dight: dressed. 

L. the modest nunnery op his breast, Cf. 
Lovelace {To Lucasta^ going to the Wars), “the 
nunnery Of thy chaste breast.” 

Pages 234-238. Posthumous Poems (//.). These 
pieces, first printed by Grosart as a ^^implement to his 
edition of Crashaw, come from the «llritish Museum 
Additional MS. 33, 219. As pointed out herein, they 
were printed by G. in a carelessly incorrect form, 
through (doubtless) a too hurried reading of the MS. 
Mr Gordon Goodwin, who has examined the MS., 
has — in his notes handed over to me for t%i6,|%poses 
of this edition— discovered, I believe, the> w0|e of 
these blots on the surface of these poems ns printed 
by the editor of the Fuller Worthies’ Library, and 
I have myself«rrby a collation of Grosart’s text of the 
first section of these “Posthumous Poems” (as I 
have decided to name them) — also found the worthy 
Doctor napping in a considerable number of cases. 
These misreadings I have duly noted in my collection 
of variants in this edition. 

pace 234. At th* ivory tribunal of yi^ hastd. 
This has no title in the MS. so I leave it without one. 

Page 234. Though *tis neither May nor June, 

lliis, doubtless, has refoence to^iesids Duel^ one 
of the poems included in the MS. which contains the 
present lines. 
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L. 18, owes : owns. 

Pag^ 235, Oui of Grotius^ Tragedy of Chrisfs 
Sufferings. 

L, 52, The water blushed and started into wine. 
This fine conceit is a repetition of the laS line of 
the four-line epigram on the Miracle at Cana in 
Galilee. See these Notes, p. 243. 



VARIOUS READINGS from 
THE Original Editions (1646, 

J648, 1652, AND 1670) OF 

Crashaw’s Poems. 


STEPS TO THE TEMPLE 

Page 7. Sospetto d^Herode, Title so in all three 
editions (1646, 1648, and 1670), 

St. li. 1. 3, lineage ; editions 1646 and 1648 
read “image.” Edition 1670 has “lineage,” 
obviously the correct reading. 

St. IxvL, 1. 8, “Poor breasts 1” a misprint (1648 
edition). ^ 

Page 29. The Tear, All three editions (1646, 
1648, and 1670) agree in text. The poem, though 
on a “ sacred ” subject, found no place in the volume 
of 1652. 

Page 31. Upon Easter Day, In 1670 edition 
entitled simply Easter-Day, 

L. 10, “ live this hour” (1646 and 1670 editions). 

Page 32. Psalm xxiiu 

L. 29, “clear as the day” {1646 and 1670 
editions). 

Page 34. Psaim cxxxvii, The^ editions of 1646, 
1648, and 1670 agree in text, with the exception of 
some slight orthographic differences. 

96a 
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Page 35 * ^ Treaiist of Charity, The 

“Treatise” was “Five Pious and Learned Dis- 
course#*’ : 

1. A Sermon showing how* we ought to behave 

ourselves in God’s house. 

2. A Sermon preferring holy Charity before Faith, 

Hope, and Knowledge. 

3. A Treatise showing that God’s law, now 

qualified by the Gospel of Christ, is possible, 

and ought to be fulfilled of us in this life. 

4. A Treatise of the Divine attributes. 

5. A treatise showing the Anti-Christ not to be 

yet come. 

By Robert Shelford, of RingsfieldinSuffbli, Priest. 
Printed by the printers to the Universitie of 
Cambridge, 1635. 

“In Shelford’s book Crashaw’s lines are placed 
first, and are entitled ^ Upon the ensuing 
Treatises.’ They are signed ‘Rich. Crashaw, 
Aul. Penb. [«VJ A. B.,’ and are followed by 
seven other copies of verses (six Latin and one 
English) by various friends. They consist of 
68 lines. 

They partly appear in editions 1646, 164$, and 
1670, where the Title reads : ‘ On a Treatise 
of Charity’ ; but it is noticeable that the last 
ten lines ( 11 . 59-68) concerning the Pope and 
Anti-Christ are omitted from all three editions.” 

— G. G. 

L. 12, Open “ this ” l)ook (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 16, Where thou “shalt” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 16, Where thou “ shall” (1648 edition). 

L. 17, thy “altars” wake (1635). 

L. 30, “ Pure” sluttishness (1635). 

Page 38. On Mr George Nerderfs Sooh, etc, 

L. 6, you havj^an angel by th* (1646 edition). 

Page 39. Thvo went up into the Temple to pray, 

L. 4, “lend” his eye {1670 edition). 
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Page 40. Our Lord in His Circumcision 

to His Father^ In 1646 and 1670 editions, “ Our 
Lord in His Circumcision^' etc, ^ 

Page 42. To our Lord, upon the water made wine, 
L. 2f the sweet “arts” (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). 

L. 2, the sweet “acts” (British Museum MS.). 
Page 50. I am ready not only to he bound, but to 
die, 

L. I, Come death, come “bonds” (1646 edition). 
L. 4, “Nor” other “death” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 


CARMEN DEO NOSTRO 

Page 55. Crashawe, The Anagram, 

L. 41, “ thy” rest (1670 edition). 

Page 58. To the Noblest and Best of Ladies, the 
Countess of Denbigh, etc. Another version — London, 
N.D. (410) of (probably) 1653 date, and containing 
90 11 . as against 68 11 . of the 1652, (Paris) text — is 
entitled, “A letter from Mr Crashaw to, the Countess- 
of Denbigh. Against irresolution ’ iind A-jssf in 
matters of religion.” See? fuller version here- 
under fully reprinted in lieu of giving its various 
readings and additional lines. 

AGAINST IRRESOLUTION AND DELAY IN 
MATTERS OF RELIGION 

What Heaven-besiegM heart is this 
Stands trembling at the Gate of Bliss : 

Holds fast the door, yet dares not venture 
Fairly to open and to enter ? 

Whose definition is A Doubt 5 

’Twixt Ufe and death, ’twixt Inland Out. 

Ah i lin^r not, loved soul : a slow 
And late consent was a long No, 
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Who grants at last^ a great while tried 
And did his best, to have denied t 10 

^ What magic-bolts, what mystic bars 
Maintain the Will in these'strange wars ? 

What fatal, yet fantastic, bands , 

Keep the free heart from his own hands ? 

Say, lingering Fair, why comes the birth 15 
Of your brave soul so slowly forth ? 

Plead your pretences (O you strong 
In weakness !) why you choose so long 
In labour of yourself to lie, 

Not daring quite to live nor die. 20 

IS0 when the Year takes cold we see 
Poor waters their own prisoners be : , 

Fetter’d and lock’d up fast they lie 
In a cold self-captivity. 

Th’ astonish’d Nymphs their Flood’s strange fate 
deplore 25 

To find themselves their own severer shore. 

Love, that lends haste to heaviest things, 

In you alone hath lost his wings. 

Look round and read the World’s wide face, 

The field of Nature or of Grace ; 30 

Where can you fix, to find excuse 
Or pattern for the pace you use? 

Mark with what faith fruits answer flowers, 

And know the call oPHeaven’s kind showers : 
Each mindful plant hastes to make good 35 
The hope and promise of his bud. 

Seed-time’s not all : there should be harvest too. 
Alas ! and has the Year no Spring for you ? 

Both winds and waters urge their way. 

And murmur if they meet a stay. 40 

Mark how the curled waves work and wind, 

All hating to be left behind. 

Each big with business thrusts thes other, 

And seems to say ; Make haste, my brother.” 
The aery nation of neat doves, 45 

That draw Ibe chariot of v.naste Loves, 

Chide your delay : yea, those dull things, 

Whose ways have least to do with wings, 

Make wings, at least, of thdr own we^ht, 
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And by their love control their fate. 50 

So lumpish steel, untaught to move, 

I^eam’d first his lightness by his love. 

Whatever Love’s matter be, he moves 
By even wings of his own doves, 

Lives by his own laws, and does hold 55 

In grossest metals his own gold. 

All things swear friends to Fair and Good, 

Yea suitors : man alone is wooed, 

Tediously wooed, and hardly won : 

Only not slow to be undone ; 60 

As if the bargain had been driven 
So hardly betwixt Earth and Heaven, 

Our Goa would thrive too fast, and be 
Too much a gainer by ’t, should we 
Our purchased selves too soon bestow 65 

On Him, who has not loved us so. 

When love of us called Him to see 
If we’d vouchsafe His company. 

He left His Father’s Court, and came 
Lightly as a lambent flame, ^o 

Leaping upon the hills, to be 
The humble King of you and me. 

Nor can the cares of His whole crown 
(When one poor sigh sends for Hitn down) 

Detain Him, but lie leaves behind 75 

The late wings of the hizy wind, 

Spurns the tame laws of Time and Place, 

And breaks thro’ all ten heavens to our embrace. 

Yield to His siege, wise soul, and see 
Your triumph in Ilis victory. 80 

Disband dull fears, give Faith the day : 

To save your life, kill your Delay, 

’Tis cowardice that keeps this field ; 

And want of courage not to yield. 

Yield then, O yield, that Love may win 85 
The Fort at last, and let Life in. 

Yield quickly, lest perhaps you prove 
Death’s prey before the prize of jLove. 

This fort of 3mur fair self, if ^t be not won, 

He is repulsed indeed ; but you’re undone. 90 
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See Mr Gordon Goodwin's note (p. 244) on the 
Countess of Denbigh. 

Page 60. To the Name above every name. In 
1648 edition entitled simply ‘‘* 0 n the name of Jesus." 
L. 7, “ the ” bright (1048 edition). 

L. 24, One little “ word” (1648 edition). 

L. 48, Into a habit fit of self- tun’d Harmony (1648 
edition). 

L. 71, Your “powers” (1648 edition). 

L. 91, speak “aloud” (1648 edition). 

L. 102, Nor “yield” (1648 edition). 

L. *>4, the “ loyal ” breast (1648 edition). 

L. 1 12, forth from (1648 edition). 

L. 130, All “ heavens” (1648 edition). • 

L. 183, The souls tastes thee takes from thence 
(1648 edition). 

L. 198, they “ bare” thee (1648 edition). 

L. 200, they “ ware” thee (1648 edition). 

L. 205, served “therein” (1648 edition). 

Page 68. In the Holy Nativity of our I^rd God. 
In 1646 edition the title is “ A [* An * (1648)] Hymn 
of the Nativity, sung by [sung ‘as ’by (1^8)] the 
Shepherds.” 

LI. I'lO. 

CJjiorus. 

Come we Shepherds who have seen 
Day’s King deposed by Night’s Queen, 

Come lift we up our lofty song 
To wake the Sun that sleeps too long. 

He in this our general joy, 

Slept, and dreamt of no such thing ; 

Wliile we found out the fair-ey’d Boy, 

And kist the cradle of our King \ 

Tell him he rises now too late 
To show us aught worth looking at. 

(1646 and 1670 editions.) 

L. 22, thy eyes (1648 edition). 

L: 23, This and other chorus Hues not in 1646 
edition. 
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L. 24, Winter chid '*the world” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 29, meant ** frosts” (1646 and 1670 editiofts). 

L. 32, “ Bright dawn” (1648 and 1670 editions). 

L* 33,/* the” East (1646 and 1670 editions). 

LI. 38-50, These two stanzas do not appear in 
editions 1646 and 1670. 

L. 44, Contend “ye” powers (1648 edition). 

L. 47, Love’s architecture is “all one” (1648 
edition). 

LI. 59-70. 

Thyrsis. 

I saw th’ officious Angels bring 

The (iown that their soft breasts did strow, 

For well they now can spare their wings. 

When Heaven itself lies here below. 

Fair Youth, said I, be not too rough, 

Thy down though soft ’s not soft enough. 

Tityrus, 

The Babe no sooner ’gan to seek 
Where to lay his lovely head, 

But straight his eyes advis’d his cheek 
*Twixt Mother’s breasts to go to bed. 

Sweet choice, said I, no way but so, 

Not to lie cold, yet sleep in spow, 

(1646 and 1670 editions.) 

L. 61, their wings (1648 edition). 

LI. 72-77, This stanza is not repeated in 1646 
edition. 

L. 79, Welcome “to our wond’ring” sight (1646 
and 1670 editions). 

L. 84, whose glorious” birth (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 88, “virgin’s” milk (1646 and 1670 editions). 

LI. 92-96, From editions 1646 and 1648. 

LI. J01-103, But to poor shepherds, “simple” 
things, 4 ^ . 

That use no varnish, »o oil’d arts, ® 

But lift clean hsmds full of clear hearts. 

(1646 and 1670 editions.) 
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L. 109^ while they feed the [their, 1648] sheep 
(1646 edition). 

LI. 1 14- IX 5, At last, in fire of thy feir eyes, 

* We*ll burn, our own best sacrifice 

(1646 and 1670 editions.) 

Page 72. New Yeat^s Day. Entitled in editions 
1646, 1648, and 1670 respectively as follows : 

“ An PI)rmn for the Circumcision day of our Lord.” 

<( ^ Hymn for the Circumcision day of our Lord.” 

** An Hymn on the Circumcision of our Lord.” 

L. I, Rise thou ** first” and “fairest” morning 
(1^46 edition). 

L. 5, pride “of” laces (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 10, thy bosom “ shows” (1648 edition). 

LI. 13-16, Bid the golden god the Sun, 

Bumisht in his glorious beams, 

Put all his red-ey*d rubies on ; 

These [“those,” 1648] rubies shall put 
out his eyes (1646 and 1670 editions). 
LI. 18-20, Rob the rich store her cabinets keep, 

The pure birth of each sparkling nest 
That flaming in their fair bed sleep, 

(1649 *^70 editions.) 

L. 21, Let him “embrace” (1646, 1648 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 23, And wear in them” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 29, “ the ” sweet truth (1670 edition). 

LI, 31-32, The Moon shall come to [“and,” 1648] 
meet thee here. 

And leave the long adored Sun <1646 
and 1670 editions). 

L* 33 i Thy nobler beauty shall bereave him (1646 
and 1670 editions). 

T»l. 37-38, These lines are added from the 1648 
edition. 

Tag? Glorious Epiphany of our Lord 

God, td 1645 edition entitled A Hymn for the 
Epiphany. Sung as by the three Kings.^ 
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LI. I, 3, 5, “I King”— “2 King”— “3 King” 
not in 1648 edition. 

L. 83, “thy” chaste place (1648 edition). 

LI. 98 seg* Edition 1648 reads : — 

Shall kick the clouds no more ; 
f 3. But lean and tame 

See his horn’d face, and die for shame. 

Chorus* And Mithra now shall be no name. 

L. 1 12, “will ” of madness (1648 edition). 

L. 131, the morning ^‘suns” (1648 edition). 

L. 144, “dear" doom (1648 edition). 

L. 155, “ domestics ”( 1648 edition). 

L. 1 6 1, love’s” (1648 edition). 

L. 181, And “the” best use (1648 edition). 

L. 182, at “last” (1648 edition). 

L. 187, Use to spell (1648 edition). 

L. 190, “the” conscious shade (1648 edition). 

L. 196, “that” fierce chase (1652 edition), 

L, 197, “this” strong soul (1652 edition). 

LI. 207-211 are assigned to 3 King in 1648 edition. 

Page 84, To the Queen's Majesty, Entitled, in 
1648 edition, “To the Queen’s Majesty upon his 
dedicating to her the foregoing Hymn ’’ ; in 1670 
edition, “To the Queen’s Majesty on twelfth-day.” 

L. 6, And rosy “down” (1648 edition). 

L, lo, We “ wade” in you (“dear” Queen) (164S 
edition). 

L. 13, A “royal” harvest (1648 edition). 

L. 19, Lamb’s “great” sire (1648 edition). 

Page 85. The Office of the Holy Cross, Partly 
given in edition 164S and wholly in editions 1652 
and 1670. The portions given in edition 1648 are 
separately entitled — “Upon our Blessed Sipi^oar’s 
Passion, 11 . 64; “The Antiphona,” II. 't4j “The 
Recommendation of the precedent poems/* 11 . 

“A Prayer,” 11 . 8 ; “ Christ’s Victory,” 11 . 18. 
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LI. 41-47 and elsewhere : “my Ups, O Lord” 

“ shall show forth Thy 
praise ” 

“ to save me” 

“ to help me ” 

“etc.” 

“etc.” 

These words do not occur in edition 1652, but are 
supplied from edition 1670. 

L. 12, The wakeful “dawning” hastes to sing 
(1648 edition). 

L. 19, “ betrayed” and taken (1648 edition). 

L. 34, “unto all quick and dead.” Not in 1648 
teJlt. 

L. 47, The early “Morn” (1648 edition}. 

L. 48, “ It” could not rise (1648 edition)? 

L. 52, “blots” those beauteous eyes (1648 edition). 
L. 123, “ For” the faint lamb (1648 edition). 

L. 126, “The” fruit (1648 edition). 

L. 137, By “ the” first (1648 edition). 

L. 167, our “great sins’” sacrifice (1648 edition). 

L. 196, “ could ” not relent (1648 edition). 

L. 236, The “ Nighlening” hour (1648 edition). 

L. 251, at such rale (1648 edition). 

Page 97. Upon ike Holy Sepulchre, In 1648 and 
1670 editions entitled “ Upon the Sepulchre of Our 
Lord.” 

Page 97. Vexilla Regt^. The second ^part of the 
title was not given in the original of 1648, which 
lacks St. vii, 

L. 23, make “a” throne (1648 edition). 

L. 30, Thy costly “cruelly” (1648 edition). 

L. 32, heaven “ wag’d” (1648 edition). 

LI. 33-34, Both with one price were weighed 

Both with one price were paid (1648 
edition). 

LI. 37-42. These lines appeared originally in 1652 
edition. 

L. 45i liye “for to” inherit (1648 edition). 

L. 40,^That Kingdom which “thy blessed deadi” 
4id merit (1648 edition). 

Page 99. To our El/essed} Lord upon the Choice of 
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His Se^lchre, In 1648 edition entitled, “Upon 
our Saviour’s Tomb wherein never man was laid.’^ 
Page 99. Charitas Nimia, or The Dear Bargain, 
Title identical in editions 164S, 1652, and 1670. 

L. I, cost “you” (1648 edition). * 

L. 2, lost “you” (1648 edition). 

L. 20, * * the ” spacious palace ( 1648 edition). 

, L. 25, those “ wakeful” sons (1648 edition). 

L. 33, “Thou” bow Thy awful breast (1648 and 
1670 editions). 

“you” bow Thy awful breast (1652 
edition). 

L. 45, If I “was” lost (1648 edition). ^ 

L. 47, “ the” precious blood (1648 edition).' 

Page ZW2. Sancta Maria Dolorum, In 164S 
edition the title is simply “ The Mother of Sorrows.” 
L. 10, “ Are ” more at home in her “own” heart 
(1648 edition). 

“All” more at home in her “own” heart 
( 1670 edition). 

L, 53, This book of “ love” (1648 edition). 

L. 57, Yield something “to” (1648 edition). 

5?» “ Oh give” me too my tears (1648 edition). 
St. vii. and viii. are not given in 1648 edition, but 
occur in those of 1652 and 1670, 

L. 81, Shall I “in sins” set there (1648 edition). 

L. 86, If not more “just” mine eyes (1648 
edition). 

Is not more “soft,” mine eyes 1 (1652 
edition). 

“If” not more soft, mine eyes ! (1670 
edition). 

L, 91, “ Lend, O” lend some relief (1648 edition). 
L. 99 , To study “ thee” so (1648 edition). 

L. 103, “thy ” dear wounds (164B edition). 

LL 107-110. Let my life end in love, and lie 
beneath 

Thy dear lost vital death. 

Lo heart, thy hope’s whole plea, her 
preciofis breatn 

Pour’d out in prayers for thee, in 
thy Lord’s deadi (1648 edition). 
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Page ro6. Uf>on the Bleeding Crucifix. In 1646 
edition entitled “On the bleeding wounds of our 
crucif^d Lord*'; in that of 1648, “On the bleeding 
body of our crucified Lord,” 

In 1646 edition the stanzas run as follows :• 

1. Jesu, no more 1 It is full tide. 

2. Thy restless feet they cannot go. 

3- Thy hand to give thou canst not lift. 

4. But O Thy side 1 Thy deep digg’d side. 

5. What need thy fair head l>ear a part. 

6. Water’d by the showers they bring 

7. liot a hair but pays his river. 

8. But while I speak whether are run. 

9. Rain-swoU’n rivers may rise proud. 

10. This thy Bloods deluge (a dire chance, 
and so in edition 1670). 

In 1648 edition there are nine stanzas as follows : 

1. Jesu, no more 1 It is full tide, 

2. What need thy fair Jlead bear a part. 

3. Thy restless feet now cannot go. 

4. Thy hands to give thou canst not lift. . 

5. But O Thy side, Thy deep digg’d side. 

6. No hair so small but pays his river. 

7. But while I speak, whither are run. 

8. Rain swoll'n rivers may rise proud, 

9. This is thy Blood’s deluge (a dire chance. 

St. iii. is restored from edition 1646, where it is 
St. vi. 

L. 8, “Strives” is the reading of editions 1646,* 
1652, and 1670; bvit “streams” that of edition 
1648, which may be better. 

LI. 2-4, From thy “ hands” and from thy feet, 
From thy “ head ” and from thy side, 

All “thy” jjurple rivers meet (1646 and 
1670 editions). 

L. 6, In “ tears” (1646 and 1670 editions), 

L. 8, That “streams” <1648 edition). 

L. 13, ** they ’^cannot go (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 15) As they wont (1646 and 1670 editions). 

S 
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L. i6, their own “Wood” (1648 edition). 

L. 17, Thy “hand” (1646, 1652, and 1670 
editions). ^ 

L. 23, “pharian” tide (1652 edition). 

L. 2^ Not a hair but (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 3^ Threatening all to overflow (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

Page 108. Upon the Crown of Thorns^ etc. In 
1646, 1C48 and 1670 editions this epigram is entitled, 
respectively, as follows : 

“ Upon the thorns taken down from our Lord’s head 
bloody”; 

“ Upon the Crown of thorns taken down <^om the 
head of our B. Lord bloody ” ; 

“ Upon the Crown of thoms taken from our Blessed 
Lord’s head all bloody.” 

Page 109. Upon the Body of Our B[lessed\ Lord, 
etc. In 1646, 1648, and 1670 editions the title is, 
“ On our crucified Lord Naked and Bloody.” 

L. 5, could be found “Garments” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 6, but “these” (1646 and 1670 editions). 

Page i<^. The Hymn of St Thomas. In 1648 
edition this is entitled “A Hymn to Our Saviour by 
the Faithful Receiver of the Sacrament.” 

L. I, With all the “poji^er” (1648 edition). 

L. 33, my faith, my hope (1648 edition) ; Help, 
Lord, my hope (1652 edition). 

L. 36, in new pow’rs to “name thy” Praise (1670 
edition). 

LI. 37-38 are not in the 1648 text. 

Page III. Lauda Sion SalvcUorem. In the 1648 
edition entitled “A Hymn on the B. Sacra- 
ment”; in 1670, “The Hymn for the Blessed 
Sacrament. Lauda Sion Salvatorem.” 

LI. 3-6, call if “tho6” can 

Harps of Heav’n “and” hands of man 
This sovereign subjcoit sits above 
The best “ambitions” of thy love 

(1O48 edition). 
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L. 15, lift high “their” noise (1648 edition). 

L. 19, 164S edition misprints “ Law ” (second) for 
Mbrd. 

L. 39, “ names” not things (1648 edition). 

L. 42, “ on” Christ He is (1648 edition). 

L. 75, Lift our “ mean ” souls (1648 edition;. 


Page 1 15. Dies Irce, Dies Illa» In 1648 edition 
entitled “A Hymn in Meditation of the Day of 
Judgment”; in that of 1670 “The Hymn. Dies 
irae, dies ilia. In meditation of the day of Judgment.” 
L. I in 1652 misprints “ with” for “ what.” 

L. 7, Q “ these” eyes (1670 edition). 

L. 19, O “ the” Judge ! (1648 edition). 

L. 49, Thy “ Marie” (1648 edition). 

L. 64, “the” right hand (164S edition). 


Page 1 1 8 . 7'he Hymn^ O Gloriosa Domina. So 
entitled in 1652 and 1670 editions. In that of 164S 
it is named “ The Virgin-Mother.” 

L. 2, below “ the ” Son (1648 edition), 

L. 21, “ spring ” the day (1648 edition), 

“sprung” the day (1652 and 1670 editions). 
L. 26, “your” mother {1648 edition). 

L. 35, This line is restored from 1648 edition, 
having dropped out in editions 1652 and 1670. 

Page 119. In the GlcHeus Assumption of Our 
Blessed Lady. In the 1646 and 1648 editions the 
title is, “On the Assumption”; in that of 1670, 
“ On the Glorious Assumption of the Blessed Virgin.” 
L. 3, heavenly “light” (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 7, She’s call’d again ! hark how th’ immortal 
Dove (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L* 12, No sweets, “since thou art” wanting here 
(1646 and 1670 editions). 

L, 18, Come “away,” come away (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

LI. 19-34 appear in edition^ 164S and 1652, but 
not in that of ^1646. 

L. 20, “were” thou (1648 edition). ‘ 

L. 23, except “as” much (1648 edition). 

L. 27, why she “doth” so (1648 edition). 
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L. 32, “heavy” top (1652 edition). 

“leafy” top (1648 edition). 

L. 41, so “great” (1648 edition). 

L. 42, Since thy “great” Son (1646 and 1670 
edifions) 

Lh 47-56 are dropped out uf edition 1652. 

L. 47, must now “be” light (1646 and 1648 
editions). 

L* 53; our poor “joys” (1646, 1648 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 57, Thy “Sacred” name (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

I-** 5Q» With holy “ cares ” ( 1646 and 1670 Aitions). 
LI. 6(^7, Though our “ sweetness ” cannot make 
It sweeter, they “may” take. 

(1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 69, Mary (1646 edition). 

LI. 71-72, Live, “rarest” Princess, and may the 
bright 

Crown of an incomparable Light. 

(1646 edition). 

L. 72, Crown of a most incomparable Light (1670 
edition). 

L. 76, “and” humble pride (1646 and 1670 
editions. 

Page 1 22, St Mary Ma^alenc^ or The Weeper. As 
this poem varies very considerably in the editions of 
1646, 1648 and 1652, it may be as well to give the 
first line of each stanza in the three editions. 

Edition 1646. (23 stanza.s. ) 

1. Hail, Sister Springs ! 

2. 1 leavens thy mir Eyes be. 

3. But we are deceived all. 

Upwards thou dost weep. 

5. Every morn from hence. 

6. When some new bright guest 

7. The dew no more will weep, 

8. Not the soft Gold which. 

9. When sorrow would be seen. 

10. Not in the Evening’s Eyes. 
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11. Sadness all the while. 

12. There is no need at all. 

13. * Yet let the poor drops weep. 

14. Golden though he be. - 

15. Well does the May that lies. 

16. Thus dost thou melt the year. 

17. Time as by thee he passes. 

18. Does thy song lull the Air ? 

19. Does the Night arise? 

2a Not, so long she liv’d. 

21. Say wat’ry Brothers. 

22. Whither away so fast ? 

23. We go not to seek. 

Edition 1648. (31 stanzas.) 

1. Hail ! Sister Springs. 

2. Heavens thy fair eyes be, 

3. But we are deceived all. 

4. Upwards thou dost weep. 

5. Every Morn from hence. 

6. Not in the Evening’s eyes. 

7. When sorrow would l>e seen. 

8. The dew no more will weep. 

9. There is no need at all. 

10. Yet let the poor drops weep. 

11. Such the maiden gem. 

12. When some new brfght guest, 

13. Golden though he be, 

14. Well does the May that lies. 

15. O cheeks ! Beds of chaste loves. 

16. O sweet contest of woes. 

17. But can these fair floods be. 

18. ’Twas his well pointed dart. 

19. And now where’er he strays. 

20. O thou, thy Lord’s fair store. 

21. Whi& is that King hut he. 

22. O {^cious prodigal. 

23. Do^ the day-star rise. 

24. Does thy ^ng lull the air ? 

25.. At these thy weeping gates, 

20. Not so long she lived. 
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27. $0 do perfumes expire. 

28. Say, ye bright Brothers. 

29. Whither away so fast ? 

30. We go not to seek. 

31. M'tich less mean we to trace. 

Edition 1652. (31 stanzas.) 

1. Hail, sister springs ! 

2. Heavens thy fair eyes be. 

3. But we are deceived all, 

4. Upwards thou dost weep, 

5. Every morn from hence. 

6. Nqt in the evening’s eyes. 

7. When sorrow would be seen. 

8. The dew no more wdll weep, 

9. There’s no need at all. 

10. Yet let the poor drops weep, 

11. Such the maiden gem. 

12. When some new bright Guest. 

13. Golden though he be. 

14. Well does the May that lies. 

15. O cheeks 1 Beds of chaste loves. 

16. O sweet Contest ; of woes. 

17. But can these fair Floods be. 

18. ’Twas his well-pointed dart. 

19. And now where’er he strays. 

20. O thou, thy Lord’s fair store ! 

21. Who is that King, but he. 

22. O precious Prodigal I 

23. Does the day-star rise ? 

24. Does thy song lull the air ? 

25. At these thy weeping gates. 

26. Not, so long she lived. 

27. So do perfumes expire. 

28. Say, the bright brothers. 

29. Whither away so fast ? 

30. We go not to seek. 

31. Much less mean we to trace. » 

L. 2, silver-forded” rills (1646, 1648 and 1670 
editions). 
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L. 14, they are [they’re, 1670] indeed (1646 and 
1670 editions). 

L. %l, rivers “ meet” (1646 and 1670 editions). 

LI. 22-24j Thine “crawls” above and is the cream 
(1646 and 1670 editions). • 

) leaven, of such fair floods as this, 
Heaven the crystal ocean is. 

(1646 and 1670 edition). 

L. 27, Whose “soft” influence (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 30, Tastes of “ his” breakfast (1648 edition). 

L. 42, Her “richest” pearls (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

LI. 47-48, Much rather would it tremble j^ere 

And leave them both to be thy tear. 

(1646 and 1670 editions). 
L.60, May balsom (1646 and 1670 editions 
L. 63, Peeps from her stem (1648 edition). 

L. 64, blushes “at” the “bridegroom” sun (1648 
edition). 

blushes “on” the “bridegroom's” sun 
(1652 edition). 

L. 65, This wat’ry “balsom” of thy eyne (1648 
edition). 

L. 70, Angels with “their bottles” come (1646 
and 1670 editions). 

L. 71, draw (1652 edition) ; dew (1648 edition). 

L. 72, Their Master’s “waters” (1648 edition). 

L. 75, Might he flow from thee (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 76, would he go (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 77, Richer far does he esteem (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

LI. 84-85, No April e’er lent “softer” showers, 
Nor May return^ “fairer” flowers 
(1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 92, With loves, “and. tears, and” smiles disput- 
ing {1648 edition). 

L. 98, Friend* with the “balsom -fires” that fill 
thee (1648 edition), 
that fill “you” (1652 edition). 
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L. 99, “ Cause great flames agree (1648 edition). 

L. 104, this “vine” (1648 edition). 

L. 105, “ that” wounded heart (1648 edition;. 

L. 106, “those” weeping eyne (1648 edition). 

L. n6, “ large” expenses (1648 edition). 

L. 1 18, He might provoke the “Wrath” of princes 
(1648 edition). 

L. 132 , Who calls’t his crown (1648 edition). 

L. 130, Even to “thy” last pearl (1648 edition). 

L. 13^, Does the “Night arise”? (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 135, Does “Night lose her” eyes (1^46 and 
1670 editions). 

L. i4Gr Thy tears’ just cadence still keeps time 
(1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 141, sweet breath’d paire (1652 edition). 

LI. 145-147, Thus dost thou melt the year 
Into a weeping motion. 

Each minute waiteth here. 

(1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 152, “Will” thy tomb (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 155, Others by “days, by” months, “by” 
years (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 159, unpitying “fires” (1648 edition), 
unpitying fire {1653 edition). 

L. 163, Say, wat’ry brothers (1646 and 1670 
edition). • 

L. 163, “ the” bright brothers (1652 edition). 

“ye ” bright (1648 edition). 

L. 164, “Ye .simpering” sons (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 165, Your “fertile” mothers (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 166, What hath our world that can entice 
(1646 and 1670 editions). 

LI. 167-168, what is’t can borrow 

You from her eyes, swoln wombs of 
sorrow? ( 1646 and i67<> editions). 

L. 170, O whither? for the sluftish Earth (1646 
and 1670 editions). 

L* 172, deserve your birth , (1648 edition). 

deserve “ their” birth (1652 edition)* 
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L. 173, Whither haste ye then? (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

I..*i74, Why ye ” trip (1670 edition). 

LI. 175-186, We go not to seek- 

The darlings of Aurora’s bedf 
The rose’s modest cheek 
Nor the violet’s humVde head. 

No such thing ; we go to meet 
A worthier object, our Lord's feet. 

(1646 and 1670 editions). 

The editions of 1648 and 1652 give The Weeper in 
a muclt longer text than do the editions of 1646 and 
1670, the former two editions containing thirty-one 
stanzas as against only twenty-three stantas of the 
latter editions. The 1646 and 1670 editions contain 
three stanzas not included in 1648 nor 1652 editions ; 
they are as follows 

Not the soft gold which 
Steals from the amber-weeping tree, 

Makes Sorrow half .so rich 
As the drops distiU’d from thee. 

Sorrow’s best jewels lie in these 
Caskets, of which Heaven keeps the keys. 

Sadness all the while 
She sits in such a throne as thi.s, 

Can do nought but smile, 

Nor believes she Sadness is ; 

Gladness itself would be more glad, 

To be made so sweetly sad. 

Time, as by thee he passes, 

Makes thy ever-watery eyes 
llis hour-glasses. 

By them his steps he rectifies 
The sands he used no longer please, 

Fol his own sands he’ll use thy seas. 

These stanzas came the eighth, eleventh, and seven- 
teenth respectively of the editions of 1646 and 1670. 
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Page 130. A Hymn to the Name and Honour of 
the Admirable Saint Teresa^ etc. In 1646 and 
1648 editions this is entitled briefly “ In meiriftjry of 
the virtuous and learned I^dy Madre de Teresa 
that sought an early martyrdom. ’ 

L. 3, “ We need to go” to none of all (1646 and 
1670 editions). 

L. 4, ** stout” and tall (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 5, Ripe and full grown (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 8, “unto” the face (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 10, Of those whose large breasts built a throne 
(1646 and 1670 editions). • 

LI. 11-13, For love their Lord, glorious and great, 
♦ We’ll see him take a private seat. 

And make his mansion 

{1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. IS, Scarce “had ” she learnt to lisp “a” name 
(1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 21, Nor “ hath ” she (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 25, Scarce “ had ” she (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 27, Yet “hath” (1648 edition). 

L. 31, “ We” straight (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 37, Such “thirst” to die as “dare” (1646 and 
1670 editions). 

L. 40, Her “weak” breast (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). * 

L. 43, The 1648 edition drops “at” inadvertently. 
L. 44, She’ll travel “for” (1648 edition). 

L. 45, No home for “her” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 47, and “ try” with them (1648 edition). 

L. 49, “ She offers” them (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 61, This line, occurring in 1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions, is dropped from 1652 edition. 

L. 72, “ soft ” cabinet (1648 edition). 

L. 77, Into Love’s **lmnd” (1646 and 1670 
eitions). 

L. 90, shall be “spent” (1646 an<rr670 editions). 
L. 93, The fairest, and “ the first-born Loves ” of 
fire (1646 and 1670 editions). 
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L, 104, To live, but that “he still may” die (1646 
and 1670 editions). 

L.#{o6, sweetly-kissing (1652 edition); sweetly- 
killing (1646, 1648, and 1670 editions). 

L. 107, “ thine” embraces (164S edition).^ 

L. 1 17, In a “dissolving” sigh (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 122, The reading of 1646, 1648 and 1670 
editions is adopted ; the text of 1652 edition 
being inferior, viz. : 

So soon as “you” first appear. 

L. 128, wait “on” thee (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. it9, when “she” shall stand (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 130, with “her” hand (1646 and i670^ditions). 

L- I33> What “joy” shall seize thy soul (1646 and 
1670 editions). 

L. 147, This line is dropped inadvertently from 
1652 text ; it occurs in all the other editions. 

L. 148, “And” thy sufferings (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 1 51, deaths (1646, 1648, and 1670 editions), 
death ( 1652 edition). 

L, 152, Dress the soul which “late they” slew 
(1^6 and 1670 editions). 

Dress the soul “that erst” they slew 
(1648 and i|»52 editions). 

L. 167, Sons of thy “Nows” — a misprint — (1646 
and 1670 editions). 

L. 168, with which “thy spouse” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 175, Heaven “ keeps” (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 178, thy Lord “shall go” (1646 edition). 

Page 136. An Apology for the Forcing Hymn^ etc. 
Entitled, in 1646 edition, “An Apology for the 
Precedent Hymn ” ; in 1648 edition “ An Apolo^for 
the Precedent Hymns on Teresa”; in 1670 edition, 
“An Apology for the Precedent Hymn, as having 
been wnt wheirthe Author was yet a Protestant.” 

This “ A^logy ” is for the first poem of the series, 
not for “The Flaming Heart” as well. In 1652 
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edition tlie Flaming Heart comes last ; in the 1648 
edition immediately after the Hymn to Teresa. 

L. 2, Fair “sea” (1646 and 1670 editions). ** 

L. 5, “are” set , . . (1648 edition). 

L. 9v That “heavenly” maxim (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 12, that “there” lie hid (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 12, By all “the” mysteries that “ here” lie hid 
(1648 edition). 

L. i6, into “one” blood (1648 edition). 

L. 20, though it “dwell in ” Spain (1648 edition). 
L. 25, “a” wondering reader^s breasl (1648 
edition). 

L. 26/ Who “feels” his warm heart “hatch’d” 
into (1648 edition). 

Who “finds” his warm heart “hatcht” 
(1646 edition). 

Who “finds” his warm heart “hatch” 
(1670 edition). 

Who “feels” his warm “heart into” a 
nest (1652 edition). 

L. 29, There are “now” (1652 edition). 

Theie are “enow” (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). 

LI. 34, 35. Change we too our shape. 

(My Soul). Some drink from men to 
beasts (1652 edition). 

Change we our shape (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

Change we to our shape. 

My Soul. Some drink from men to beasts 
O then (1648 edition). 

L. 41, Wine of “youths life” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 45, that “in” one draught (1646^ 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

Page 137. The Flaming Heart, The 1648 title 
omits the words “ the seraphical Sairit.” 

L. 3, Make not “so” much haste (1648 edition). 

L. 11, “ Md ” him for her (1648 edition). 
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L. 18, Her ** happier” fireworks (1648 edition), 

L. 25, Meant’st to “print” {1652 edition). 

Meanest to “paint” (1648 edition). 

Meanest to print (1646 edition). 

L. 30, “found” seraphical“ (1652 and 1670 
editions). * 

formed seraphical (1648 edition). 

L. 31, “But e*re” this youth of fire “wore” fair 
(1648 edition). 

L. 33, Glowing “cheek” (1652 and 1670 editions). 

Glowing “cheeks” (1648 edition). 

L. 34, “Flagrant” things (1648, 1652, and 1670 
editions). 

“ Fragrant things” is Grosart's ernendation, 
and probably correct. 

L. 36, “She ’^fill’d (164S edition). 

L. 48, Thy “shafts” and thee (1648 edition). 

L. Give him the veil who “kindly takes” the 
shame (1648 edition). 

L. 66, “Glittering” wings (164S edition). 

LI. 85-108, The 1648 edition lacks these twenty- 
four lines. 

Page 141. A Song\of Divine Love], Title of 1648 
edition is “ A Song of Divine Love ” ; that of 1652 
edition simply “A Song.” 

L. 13, this “ longing ”^trife (1648 edition). 

Page 142. Prayer. The 1646 and 1670 editions 
give the title, “On a Prayer Book sent to Mrs 
M. R. ” ; the 1648 edition has it, “An Ode which 
was prefixed to a Prayer Book given to a Young 
Gentlewoman.” 

L. I, but “ large” book (1646 edition). 

LI. 2-4 are not given in 1648 and 1652 editions. 

LI. 5-13 do not figure in 1646 and 1670 editions, 
only in those of 1648 and 1652. 

L. 14, one “ rich ” handful (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 15, royal hosts” (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L.. 17, “A” thousand angels (1646 and 1670 
editions). 


T 
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L. 20, “their** white (1652 edition). 

L. 22, the ghostly “foe” (1648" and 1670 editions). 

L, 24, “ the *’ armoury (1646 and 1670 editic-is). 

L. 27, To holy “hand” (1646 edition). 

L. 29,^“ The” sin (1648 edition). 

L. 36,*“ their” heart (1652 edition). 

L* 37j “its” part (1648 edition). 

L. 44, “its’^ [“her” 1646] bosom “full of” 
blessings (1648 edition). 

L. 50, when he “comes” (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 51, the “wandering” heart (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 52, “ its” chaste abode (1648 edition). 

L. 54, “Amongst” the gay mates (1648 edition). 

L. 55, To take her “pleasures” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 57, The 1652 text drops “in”; 1648 reads 
“i’ th’.” 

L- S9> “ spheres ** (1652 edition) ; 1648 edition has 
“sphere.” 

L. 65, Editions 1646, 1648, and 1670 omit 

“ Meanwhile.” 

L. 66, “the** sacred store (1646 and 1648 

editions). 

L. 69, “These” tumultuous (1646 and 1670 

editions). 

L. 78, “ doth *’ not stay (^646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 83, “ O” joys (1648 ^ition). 

L. A hundred thousand loves and graces 
<1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 90, Of all this “hidden store'* (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 101, Dear “silver-breasted** dove (1646 and 
1670 editions). 

L. io7j Happy “ soul*’ who never (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 414, O let “that” blissful (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

£ 124, Happy “ soul ” (1646 and 070 editions). 

127, have “a** God (1646 and 1670 editions). 
Page 146. To the Same Party: Counsel emeeming 
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her Choice, So ^titled in 1648 and 1652 editions. 
In 1670 edition it is “To Mistress M. R., Counsel 
conc^ning her Choice.” 

L. 30, And “fellow ” those (1648 edition). 

35> “ most” precious vows (1648 edition). 

L. 37, give “you” (1670 edition). 

L. 40, deceive “you” (1670 edition). 

L. 59, “among” the sons (1670 edition). 

Page 148. AUxias, The 1648 edition omits the 
word “Saint” in the full title. 

P'irst Elegy. 

L. I, “loud” praise (1648 edition), 

L. 9#I " would ” see (1648 edition). 

L, 17, 1652 edition drops “ way ” ; from 1648 
edition. 

L. 23, “its” name (1648 edition). 

L. 25, “when” Lovers (1648 edition). 

Second Elegy. 

L. 3, “I am ” (1652 edition). 

L. 10, tear the skies (1652 edition). 

l)eauteous skies (1648 edition). 

L. 20, old “Time’s” (1648 edition). 

L. 30, “ wary” Love (1670 edition). 

Third Elegy. 

L. 7, “with” saucy oars {1648 edition). 

L. II, “ Not ” lost in (1648 edition). 

L. id, wilful “exiles” ^648 edition). 

L, 17, “ O ” tell the reason (1648 edition). 

L. 20, “ to ” have (1652 e<lition). 

“ t’ ” have (1648 edition). 

L. 29, The “Blessed Virgin” (1648 edition). 

L. 41, No “facing” Gorgon (1648 edition). 

L, 50, “hath” here no name (1648 edition). 

L. 51, How “sweet’s” (1648 edition). 

L. 54, When “thousand” (1652 edition). 

When “thousands” (1648 edition). 

Page 152. Description of a Religious House and 
Condition of Life, In 1648 ^ition the title is simply 
“Description ofga Religious House.” 

L. 3, pavements “weeping” (1648 edition). 

L. 4, ^‘costly” slumbers (1648 edition). 
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LI. 19-20. The reading of 1648 edition. The 1652 
edition reads : 

Hands full of hearty labours ; do much, 
that more they may, * 

And work for work, not wages; let 
Kr not to-morrow’s. 

L. 26, nip the “bosom ” (1648 edition). 

L. 30, “reverend ” discipline (1648 edition). 

L. 33,' and “keep” no noise (1648 edition). 

Page 154. An Epitaph upon a Young Married 
Couptoj etc. In 1646 edition entitled “ An Epitaph 
upon Husband and Wife, which [‘ who,’ 1670 
edition], died and were buried together.” ^ 

L. 2, “ the” second (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 5, ‘isever” man (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 6, “ Because ” they <1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 10, “that” love could tie (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

LI. 11-Z4, These lines do not occur in editions 
1646 and 1670. 

L. 17, “And” the eternal (1648 edition). 

LI. 19-20, And they waken with that light, 

Whose day shall never sleep in night, 
(1646 edition.) 

And they wake into that light, 

Whose day shall never die in night. 

^ (1648 edition.) 

Page 1 55- DeatRs Lecture and the Funeral of a 
Young Gentleman. In 1646 edition and 1670 first 
copy, entitled, “Upon Mr Staninough’s Death”; 
in that of 1648, “ At the Funeral of a Young Gentle- 
man ” ; 1670 (second) edition drops the “ and ” after 
“ Deal’s Lecture,” and is otherwise the same as our 
adopted title. It occurs in two different forms in 
last-named edition (see variants). 

L. 7 in 1652 e^tion is printed as two lines, as 
follows : — 

Come then, Youth, Beauty, “and " blood ! 

All “ the ” soft poweas. 

L. 8, “sulken” flatteries (1652 edition). 

L. 12, “ thy ” idea (1646 and 1670 first copy). 
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L, 13, thy “self^* (1648, 1652 and 1670 editions). 

thy “ bulk ” (1646, and 1670 first copy). 

L. All thy “ wide” circle (1648 edition). 

All thy “wild ” (1670, seconcj copy). 

L. 15, thy “small” size (1646, and first 

copy). 

LI. 19-20, Thy neighbourhood to nothing! here 
put on 

Thyself in this unfeign’d reflection. 
(1646, and 1670 first copy). 

L. 23, (Through all your painting) shows you your 
own nee (1646, and 1670 first copy). 
^Though you be painted) (1648, 1652, and 
1670, second copy). 

L. 25, To the “proud hopes” of poor morality 
(1646, and 1670 first copy). 

L. 26, These curtain’d windows, this “self- 
prison’d ” eye ( 1646, and 1670 first copy). 

Pi^e 156. Temperance* Entitled “ In Praise of 
Lessius’s Rule of Health ” in 1646 and 1648 editions ; 
in that of 1670 it is given twice — first, under the 1648 
title, and second, under that of “ Temperance, or the 
Cheap Physician ; upon the Translation of Lessius.” 
Appeared originally m Lessius’ “ Hygiasticon” (? 1634) 
where the lines are entitled “To the Reader, upon 
this Book’s Intent.” 

L. I, Go now, with (1646 edition). 

L, 2, Bait “the ” disease (1646 and 1670 editions). 

“ while” they tug (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 3, their “ cruel ” strife (1646 edition). 

L. 4, “treasure” of thy life (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 9, And what at last “shall” gain by these 
(1648 edition). 

And what at “length” ^halt get by these? 
(1646 and 1670 editions). 

LI. 11-12, Thestftwo lines do not occur in 1648 
and 1652 .editions). 

L. 12, Remedy “against” (1646 edition). 

T 
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L. 15, *'Would*st*' thou see (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

The “ Hygiasticon ” text commences 
with this line. 

L. 17 , “ Would’st” see (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 15 , His own “ physic” (1648 and 1670 editions). 
L. 25, “ Whose soul’s ” sheath’d (“ Hyg.”) 

L. 34, To heav’n “rides in” a summer’s day 
(“Hyg.” 1648 and 1652 editions). 

L. 35, Would’st thou see (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 38, A “set” of rarest harmony (1646 and 1648 
editions). 

L. 41, Would’st see “a nest” of roses grow 
(“ Ilyg.” and 1670). * 

L. 46^ In 1646 and 1670 editions, the poem ends 
here. 

L. so, His soul (“ Hyg.”) 

Page 158. Hope, This and the following poem 
were originally printed ‘*by way of question and 
answer” between Cowley and Crashaw, and not 
made into two distinct poems as in 1652 edition 
which is herein followed. 

The title in editions 1646, 1648, and 1670 is — 

“On Hope, 

By Way of Question and Answer between 
A. Cowley aj^d R. Crashaw.” 

And the stanzas follow as I give them 
Cowley. 

Hope, whose weak being ruin'd is 
Crashaw. 

Dear Hope ! £arth*s dowry and Heaven’s debt, 
Cowley. 

Hope, thou bold taster of delight, 
Crashaw. 

Rich Hope ! Love’s legacy, under lock 
Cowley. * 

Hope, Fortune’s cheating lottery 
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Crashaw. 

Fair Hope ! Our earlier Heaven 1 by thee 
COWLKY. 

Brother of Fear, more gaily glad, 
Crashaw. 

Fortune? alas, above the World^s low wars 
Crashaw. 

Faith’s sister ! Nurse of fair desire ! 

Note , — The two last stanzas are both by Crashaw. 

L. 2, ‘‘and” if it miss (1646, 1648, and 1670 
ediRons). 

L. 3, Whom ill “and” good “doth” equally 
confound (1646, 1648, and 1670 editions). 

L. 5, “doth” vanish (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). 

L. 7, The “ P'ates” have not a possibility (1646, 
1648, and 1670 editions). 

The “Fates of” not a possibility (1648 
misprint). 

L. 9, their “ends” (1646, 1648, and 1670 editions). 

L. 10, “at” all (1648 edition). 

L. 18, “So” mighty custom’s (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

L. 19, “doth” better taste (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). • 

L. 20, “its” spirits waste (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). 

L. 25, “Thine” empty cloud “the eye itself” 
deceives (1646, 1648, and 1670 editions). 

L. 30, “not” north stars (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). 

L. 33, “shield” of fond desire (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

L. 34, That “blows” the “Chymick’s” and the 
Lover’s hre (1646, 1648, and 1670 editions). 

L. 36, “strange” witchcraft (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editioni). 

L. 37, “doth” changing Nature (1646, 1648, 
and 1670 editions). 
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Page 159. M. Crashofuls Answer for Hope, See 
note to Cowley’s Poem, “Hope.” 

L. 2, The entity of “things” (1646, 16^, and 
1670 editions). 

L. ^Oiir nothing “hath ”(1646, 1648, and 1670 
emtions). 

LI. 5*6, Fair cloud of fire, both shade and light, 
Our life in death, our day in night. 

(1646, 1648, and 1670 raitions). 

L. 9 i “thin” dilemma (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). 

L. 10, Shrinks “like” the sick moon “at” (1646, 
1648, and 1670 editions). • 

LI. 1^12, “Thou art” Love’s leracy under lock 
Of Faith : “the steward of our” growing stock 
(1646, 1648, and 1670 editions). 

L. 13, Our “crown-lands lie” (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

L. 18, Thou thus steal’st down a distant kiss (1646, 
1648, and 1670 editions). 

L. 19, Hope’s chaste “kiss” wrongs (1646, 1648, 
and 1670 editions). 

L. 23, “The” generous wine (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

L. 24, Nor “need we” kill (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

L. 25, Thy golden hdad (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). 

L. 28, As “doth” the dawn (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

L. 30, Their “ supple” essence (1652 edition). 

Their “subtle” essence (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

LI. 31-32, Fortune, alas, above the world’s law wars, 
Hope kicks the curl’d heads 

(1646, 1648, and 1670 editions). 

L. 33, where “our” winds stir (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

L. 34, “And Fate’s” whole Imtery (1646, 1648, 
and 1670 editions). 
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35'36> These two lines dropped in 1652 edition 
inadvertently. 

L. ^8, “or” what we be (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). 

L. 43, “ Temper’d,” twixt cold despair (164^^ 1648, 
and 1670 editions). 

L. 45, “And ” the vex’d (1646 edition). 

L. 47, And love’s (1646 and 1648 editions). 

L. 49, a glorious “huntress” (1646, 1648, and 
1670 editions). 

L. 50, the “field” of grace (1648 and 1670 
editions). 


THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES. 

Page 165. Musics Duel. 

L. 69, when in ripen’d ears {1646 edition). 

L. 83, There might you (1670 edition). 

L. 99, a “grave” note (1646 edition). 

L, 144, he “ dare” not tell (1646 edition). 

L. 156, full “mouth” (1646 and 1648 editions). 
Page 170. To the Morning: Satisfaction for Sleep. 
L. 20, No nimble “raptures” (1646 edition). 

L. 27, “and ” climb (i67<) edition). 

L. 28, “stooped” shoulders (1646 edition). 

“stOOTed ” shoulders (1670 edition). 

Page 172. On a Foul Morning. 

L. 12, Thou wilt “demand” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

Page. 174, Wishes. 

L. 9, “to” our earth (1646, 1648, and 1670 
editions). 

“ tread ” our earth (Harleian MS.). 

L. 17, “his” duty (1646 and 1648 editions). 

“its” duty (1670 edition). 

L. 27, “comidiid” the rest (1646 and 1648 
editions). 

“commend” the rest (Harleian MS.) 
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L. 33, *'the” reader (1646 and 1648 editions). 

“ their ” reader (Harleian MS.). 

L. 36, **his’* being (1646 and 1648 editionsK^ 

L. 42, And clothe their simplest nakedness (1646^ 
164S, and 1670 editions). 

Themselves in simple nakedness (Harleian 
MS.). 

LI. 43, 44, 45, Displaces ; out-faces ; graces (1646, 
1648, and 1670 editions). 

Displace; out-face; grace (Harleian 

L. 53, “Dares” appear (Harleian MS.). 

Page 192. To the Queen: Upon her numerous 
Propny% In both 1646 and 1670 editions it is 
entitled ** Upon the Duke of York’s birth : a 
Panegyric.” 

L. 7, full “ glories ” (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L, 15, O ” if (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. 16, Th* “art” (1646 edition). 

LI. 29-32 are not given in 1646 and 1670 editions. 
After 1. 32 the headings do not figure in 1646 
and 1670 editions. 

L. 33, “Great” Charles (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 42, “ own” wreath (1648 edition). 

“ one” wreath (1646 edition). 

L. 50, These hands . . . these Cherrimock (1646 
edition). ^ 

L. 51, Thou “art” (1646 and 1670 editions). 

L. S3, *‘mayst” thou brag (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

L. 54, Th’ ast drawn this ( 1646 and 1670 editions). 
LI. 63-69 are not included in 1646 and 1670 
editions. 

L. 74, Like were the “pearls” (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

LI. 76- 1 14 do not occur in 1646 and 1670 editions). 
LI. 137-140, A brood of phoenixes, and still the 
mother ; 

And may we long f long mayst thou 
live t’ increase 

The house and &mily of phoenixes 
(1670 edition). 
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L. 141, may the “light** (1646 and 1670 editions). 
L. 147, when “ that’s ** done (1646 and 1670 
Editions). 

L. i66, Precious “their” offerings (1646 and 
1670 editions). * ^ 

Page 201. With a Picture sent to a Friend 
L. 6, Send “not” true picture (1670 edition). 

Page 201. Out of VirgiL In the Praise of the 
Spring, 

L. 2, Their “gentlest” friend (1646 and 1670 
editions). 

Pa^ 202. The Beginning of Hdiodorous, 

L. 2, “in” a tender ray (1646 and 1670 editions). 
Page 210. On Nanus mounted upo§ an Ant. 
This has no title in 1646 and 1670 editions. In 1670 
contents table it is entitled “ On Nanus,” 


POSTHUMOUS POEMS (I.). 

[The following are certainly, in the majority of 
cases, not Various Readings^ but misprints^ occurring 
in Grosart’s F. W. L. edition of Crashaw’s Works, 
which are given more a^ a defence of the text of these 
Posthumous poems as printed in the present edition 
than as a slight exposure of a (usually) ^instaking 
editor who had to decipher, with difficulty, the 
manuscript of these poems in the Bodleian (Oxford) 
Library. This manuscript has been consulted afresh 
for the purposes of this edition, as also has the MS. 
in British Museum Library which furnishes the 
three pieces forming the second division of these 

Posthumous poems.”] 

Page 217. Horatii (*‘ file et ne fasto^^^ etc.). 

L. 48, Grosart prints' a full stop at end of line 
instead a comma. 

Page 223. On the Gunpowder Treason (III.) 
(“ wow plumps lean Death ”). 
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L. 2, ‘‘must” is printed ‘‘maist” (= mayest) 
in Grosart, 

L. 24, “your” ; G. prints “you.” 

L. 28, “kings” ; G. prints “rings.” 

L. 37 i “candied” ; G, prints “candid.” 

Page 225. Upon the JCin£s Coronation (I.) 
(“ Sound forth^' etc.). 

L. 5, ‘’^burden”; G. prints “ curthen.” 

Page 226. Upon the Kin^s Coronation (II.) 
(“ Strange metamorphosis 

L. 9, “Quite” ; G. has “quick.” 

Page 227. Upon the Birth of the Princess BlUabeth. 
L. 36, “ limn ” ; G. prints “ limbe ” (= limb). 

L. S 7 » G. prints “first.” 

Page 229. Ex Euphormione. 

L. 4, “smile; for lo, that power”; G. prints 
“ smile for Cloe. That power,” etc. 

Page 230. An Elegy on the Death of Dr Porter. 
L. 8, G. has a full podnt at end of this line. 

L. 40, “tend.” G. misreads “send.” 

G. places a comma at end of line. 

Page 232. An Elegy upon the Death cf Mr 
Stanninow. 

L. 22, G. breaks up the sentence by inserting a full 
point at end of line. ^ 

L. 28, G« places a note of interrogation at end of 
this line, again spoiling the sentence. 

L. 52, G. once more breaks the sentence by 
inserting a full stop at line-end. 

Posthumous Poems ^ (11.) 

Page 235. Out of Grotiuls Tragedy of Chrisfs 
Sufferings. 

L. 3, G. omits “grand.” 

L. 21, “Jewry’s*^; G. prints “Jurye’s.” 

L. 30, “their mad” ; G. prints “that mad.” 

L, 40, “theirs”; G, prints “theves” (= thieves). 
L. 52, G. places a fill! point at end 9f line instead 
of a comma. 

L. 63, “ were ” ; G. printe “ was.” 
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L. 67, G. places a semi-coloD at end of line, no 
pointing being required. 

“breast*’; G. prints “hearts/’ 

L. 81, “here’s”; G. prints “hee’s” (= he is). 

L. 81, “was *t” ; G. prints “ wax’d. 

L. 86. “&c. ” ; G. places this in the centre of the 
line immediately after the first “grave.” 



ini3ex to the first lines 


PAGE 

A Brook, whose stream so great, so good . 1S9 

A drop, one drop, how sweetly one mir drop . 45 

All Hybla’s honey, all that sweetness can . 47 

All trees, all leafy groves confess the Spring . 20 1 

All we have is Goas, and yet . . • 39 

And is he gone whom these arms held but now ? 212 
And nowighou’rt set wide ope, the spear’s sad art 47 
A plant pf noble stem, forward and fair . .182 

As if the storm meant Him .... 44 

At th* ivory tribunal 9# your hand . . . 234 

Bright BaTO, Whose awful beauties make . 74 

Bright goddess ! whether Jove thy father be 229 
Bright star of majesty I oh, shed on me . . 227 

Britain ! the mighty Ocean’s lovely bride . 192 

Christ bids the dumb tongue speak ; it speaks ; 

the sound 45 

Come and let us live, my dear .... 208 

Come, brave soldiers, come and see . . .214 

Come death, come bands, nor do you shrink, 
my ears . . . * . , . *50 

Come, we shepherds, whose blest sight . . 68 

Could not once blinding me, cruel, suffice . 51 

Dear, Heaven’^desi^^a soul .... 146 

Dear Hope ! B^tlrs dowry and Heaven’s debt 159 
Dear relics of a dislodged soul, whose lack . 155 

Death, what dost ? O, hold thy blow . .183 

Each blest drop on each blest limb ... 40 

Eternal love 1 what ’tis to love thee well . .215 

Faithless and fond Mortality .... x8i 

Four teeth thou hadst that rank’d in goodly 
state . . . . . . . .211 

Go now, and with some daring dru|f . .156 

Go, smiling souls, your new-built cages break . 50 

Grow plump, lean Death ; his Holiness a feast 223 
398 
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PACK 

Hail, most Hi^h, most humble one . . .118 

IJftil, sister springs 122 

Happy me ! O happy sheep .... 32 

Hark I she is called, the parting hour is come . 119 

Hath aged Winter, fledg’d with feather’d fain . 232 
Hath only Anger an omnipotence ... 41 

Hear’st thou, my soul, what serious things . 115 

Here, where our Lord once laid His head 97’ 

Her eyes’ flood licks His feet’s fair stain . . 46 

H[igh mounted on an ant, Nanus the tall . .210 

Hope^ whose weak being ruined is . . .158 

Ho# fit our well -rank’d feasts do follow . . 51 

How life and death in Thee .... 99 

If ever Pity were acquainted . . . 186 

I, late the Roman youth’s loved praise and pride 148 
In shade of Death^s sad tree . . . . 102 

I paint so ill, my piece had need to be . ' . 201 

I sing impiety beyond a name .... 219 

1 sing the Name which none can say . . 60 

I would be married, but I’d have no wife . . 209 

Jesu, no more ! It is full tide .... 106 

Know’st thou this, Soldier ? ’tis a much changed 

plant, which yet 108 

Know you, fair, on what you look ? . . .38 

Let hoary Time’s vast bowels be the grave . 200 

Let it no longer be a fqrlom hope ... 50 

Little, buzzing, wanton elf . . .215 

Live Jesus, live, and let it be . . . . 6 

Lo, here a little volume, but great book . 142 

Lo, here the fair Chariclia ! in whom strove . 210 

Look up, languishing soul 1 Lo, where the fair 97 
Lord, by Thy sweet and saving sign . . 85 

Lord, what is nian.^ why should he cost Thee . 99 

Lord, when the sense of Thy sweet grace . . 141 

Love, brave Virtue’s younger brother . .179 

Love is lost, nor can his mother . . 203 

Love now no fire hath ]eft him . . . 208 

Love, thou ^t absolute sole Lord . . .130 

’Midst allthe dark and knotty snares . . 43 

’Mongst those long rows of crowns that gild 
your race ^ 
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PAGE 

Muse ! now the servant of soft loves no more . 7 

No roofs of gold o’er riotous tables shining . 

Now, Lord, or never, ih^’ll believe on Thee . 42 

Now westward Sol had spent the richest beams 165 
O Mighty Nothing ! unto thee ... 41 

One eye? a thousand rather, and a thousand more 40 
On the proud banks of great Euphrates* flood . 34 

O these wakeful wounds of Thine ... 49 

O Thou the span of whose omnipotence . . 235 

Pallas saw Venus armed, and straight she cried 210 
Passenger, wbo’er thou art . . . .18$ 

Reach me a quill, plucked from the flamii^ wing •221 
Rich, churlish Land, that hid’st so long in thee 150 
Rich Lazarua! richer in those gems, thy tears . 45 

Rise, Heir of fresh Eternity . . . >31 

Rise, royal Sion ! rise and sing . . .111 

Rise, then, immortal maid ! Religion, rise ! . 35 

Rise, thou best and brightest morning ! . *72 

See here an easy feast that knows no wound . 42 

Seen ? and yet hated Thee ? they did not see . 40 

Shame of thy mother soil, ill-nurtur’d tree . 217 
Show me Plimself, Himself (bright Sir), O show 49 
^5 murder no sin ? or a sin so cheap . . 48 

So 1 may gain thy death, my life IMl give r 214 
Sound forth, celestial or^ns, let heaven’s quire 225 
Stay, silver-footed Cam, strive not to wed 230 

Strange metamorphosis ! It w& but now . . 226 

Suppose He had been tabled at thy teats . . 4^ 

Take these. Time’s tardy truants, sent by me . 198 

Tell me, bright boy, tell me, my golden lad . 44 

That on her lap she casts her humble eye . . 39 

The bird that’s fetch’d from Phasis’ flood . 216 

These hours, and that which hovers o’er my end 96 
The modest front of this small floor . . . 190 

The smiling Mom had newly waked the Day . 202 

The world’s Light shines ; smne as it wiU . 47 

They have left Thee naked. Lord ; O that they 

had . 109 

This reverend shadow cast that setting si!n . 199 

Thou cheat’st us, Ford ; mak’st one seem two 
by Art 209 
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Though all the jo3rs I had ded hence with thee 149 
Though now ’tis neither May nor June . 234 

Tiou hast the art on’t, Peter, and canst tell . 45 

Thou speak’st the word (Thy word’s a law) 42 

Thou trimm’st a Prophet’s" tomb, anc^ dost 

bequeath 47 

Thou water turn’st to wine (fair friend of life) . 42 

Thus have 1 back again to thy bright name 136 

Thy God was making haste into thy roof . . 42 

Thy hands are wash’d, but O, the water’s spilt . 47 

'Tis not the work of force but skill ... 58 

To see both blended in one flood . . -51 

To Thee these first-fruits of My growing death . 40 

To these, whom Death again did wed . -154 

To thy lover . 206 

’ Twixt pen and pencil rose a holy strife , 57 

Two devils at one blow Thou hast laid flat . . 45 

Two mites, two drops (yet all her house and land) 43 
Two went to pray ? O rather say ... 39 

Unde rubor vestris, et non sua purpura lymphis ? 243 
Under thy shadow may I lurk awhile . * 50 

Was Car then Crashawe ; or was Crashawe Car 55 
Welcome, my grief, my joy ; how dear’s . . 46 
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